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| 'To His GRACE che . 
Doxe of NEWCASTLE, 


| 050250 i: 120d 
1 M 471 STY'S Principal Secretaries of State. 


My Loxp, | | 
F a Dedication carries in its Nature a Mark 
of our Aeknowledgment and Eſteem, and 
is there moſt due, where we are moſt obli- 
ed; the late Inſtances I received of Your 
race's undeferved and uncommon Fayour in 


an Affair of ſome Conſequence (foreign to the 


Theatre) has taken from me the Privilege of 
cbufing a Patron; eſpecially for a Performance, 
which, not only by i its Kind, falls Immediately 
under Your Grace's Authority, but which hke- 
wiſe by its good Fortune, in a Seafon of ſome 
Danger to it, received from Your Grace's free 
Indulgence, its Life and Succeſs on the Stage. 
Thus my Ambition concurs with my Duty, and 
itis my Happineſs, not to be able to gratify the 
Ipo of the one, without obeying at the lame 
Time the Dictates of the other. nen 
"AppResses of this Nature, thro' a groſs 


Abuſe of Praiſe, have juſtly fallen under Ri. 
dicule. | 


A* How 


9 r a 0 * "SY < 
. 2 2 * IST IS * q 


Deira 
Ho pleaſant it is, to hear one of Yeſterday” 


complimented on his illuſtrious Anceſtors! A 


ſordid Perſon, on his Magnificence! An illite- 

rate Pretender, on his Skill in Arts and Sciences! 
Or a Wretch contracted with Self- love, on his 
diffuſive Benevolence to Mankind! Yet from 4 


the Frequency of ſuch a ſhameful Proſtitution 
of the Pen as this, one Advantage reſults ; it 
gives the Grace of Novelty and Peculiarity to 


- a Dedication, that ſhall reclaim Panegyric from 
its Guilt, and reſcue the late mentioned ſublime. 


Diſtinctions of Character from Abſurdity and 
Injuſtice, by applying them to a DUKE of 


| Newcaſtle. It is a kind of Compliment paid 
to Panegyric itſelf, to uſe it on ſo juſt an Oo- 
caſion. 5 | DS: 


It is Letters, my Lord, which diſtinguiſh 


one Age from another; each Period of Time ; 
hines, or is caſt in Shades, as they flouriſh or 


decline; and who knows not, that the Fate of 
Letters is determin'd by the kind or cold Aſpect 


of the Great? How happy then is the preſent 


Time! how fair an Aſſurance has it of being 
exempted from the Death of common Ages, 


when we ſee the politer Arts triumphing in the 
Care and Encouragement of One Who has 


made an early and regular Acquaintance with 


them at their own Hoe, joining to the ampleſt 
a requiſite (had it 

been wanting) to acquire and deferve it; One, 
Who in the Flower of Youth, when the Imagi- 


Fortune, the Qualif 


nation is warmeſt, and fit for ſuch a Province, 


fine 


£8 


r : r r 2 e 
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B BDU 
fine Taſte, and has it in his Power to rival 
thoſe he is pleaſed tõ patronize. One, in a 
Word, who is covetous of Learning, reaches 
beyond his own Nation for new Supplies of 
it; who, zealous for Merit, pays Honours to 
its very Aſhes; and whoſe being an excellent 
_ Miſter in polite Letters himſelf, is one of the 
ſmalleſt Proofs he has given of his ardent 
Love towards them, - | _ + | 
But II cannot turn my Thought that Way, 
without being put in Mind of the Imperfection 
of the following Scenes, I own they have ma- 
ny Faults, as many as I can allow, without re- 
flecting on the Town, for the Countenance 
they have received: But I hope they have Me- 
rit enough to entitle them to ſome Share of 
Your Grace's Approbation, as well as Errors 
enough to make them ſtand in Need of all 
Your Protection. The Continuance of which 


is humbly hoped by, e wa 
Ny Louth. . 
> Your Gr acs's 
| much obliged, 
155 moſt obedient,, anus 
, ; moſt bumble Servant, © 


EDWARD YOUNG. 


Ag, „PRG. 
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©... By a FRIEND. 


Spoken by Mr. Boortn. 


" O NG have you ſeen the Greek and Roman Name, 
: Aſefted by the Muſe, renew their Famed; _ + 
5 While yet unſung thoſe Heroes fleep, from whom | 
Greece fore d her Plato's and her Czſars Rom. 
. » Such, Egypt, were thy Sons ! divinely great, 
5 Arts, and Arms, in Wiſdom and in State. 
Her early Monarchs gave ſuch Glories Birth, 
Their Ruins are the Wonders of the Earth. 
Structures fo waſt by thoſe great Kings de end, 
Are but faint Sketches of their boundleſs Mind: . 
Yet ne er has Albion's Scenes, tho Jong renown' 
With the flern Tyrants of the Nile been crown'd. 
The Tragic Muſe in Grandeur ſhould excel, | 
Her Figure blazes, and her Numbers ſwell. 
The proudeſt Monarch of the proudeſt Aze, 
From Egypt comes to tread the Britiſh Stage. 
Old Homer's Heroes Moderns are to thoſe, 
Whom this Night's venerable Scenes diſcloſe. 
Here Pomp and Splendor ſerve but to prepare; 
To touch the Soul is our peculiar Care : 
By juft Diftreſs ſoft Pity to impart, 
And mend yqur Nature, while we move your Heart : 
Nor wwou'd theſe Scenes in empty Words abound, 
Or overlay the Sentiment with Sound. 


Words 


gn PROLOGUE 
; Sk ( When the Poet d poi your Soul; engage) 


Are the mere Garniſb of an idle Stage. 

When Paſſion rages, Eloquence is mean ; 
Geſtures and Looks beſt ſpeak the moving Scene. 

Ye ſhining Fair! whom tender Moes invite 

To pleaſing Anguiſh, and ſevere Delight, 

By your afflition you compute your Gain, 

And riſe in Pleaſure as you riſe in Pain. 

If then juſt Objeds of Concern art ſhown, | 
And your Hearts hende with Sorrows nat * o˖οn 
Let not the generous Impulſe he withſtod, + 25 
Strive not with Nature, bluſh not to be 6 

Sighs only from a noble Temper riſe, '* © 

And'tis your Virtue feoells into your Eyes. 


N 


Dramatis Perſonææ. 


: M E N. 1 age AN * 
BusiRkIs, King of Ronen, | 

Mrxon, the Prince, RAT.” 
Nicaxos, Father to MANDANS, Gn gre, 
MEMNoON, ; 

RAMEs Es, 
SYPHOCES, { Conſpirators. 

PaxroN, 

 AvLETES, | ; 


\ 
4% h Wl I % 4 * 5 A* Dit * aN. 


ww 


WOMEN. 


Mrx1s, Queen of Ecyer, a 
MAnDANE, 


SCENE, MEMPHIS in odd 
_ 


-B vs 1 


* 


ACT: E SCENE. I 


TC.EN-E A in Memphis... 


— — 
* < 'T. * I 
1 - 


1 PrzroN and SYPROCES. 
8 YP HOC. E 8. 


E Glorious an ad immortal Deeds 50 
Enlarge the Thought, and ſet our Souls on fire, 


1 2 My Tongue has been too cold in Egypt's Praiſe, 


ho of Nations, and the Boaſt of Times, TT 
Noche of Science, and the Houſe of Gods! 
Scarce can I open wide my n 10 wb 

To comprehend the vaſt Idea, vgs * 
With Arts and Arms, ſo — in cheir Fame. 1 
Pher. Thrice happy Land! did not her dreadful. Kings. | 
Far fam'd Bufiris, whom the World'reveres, . . 
Lay all his ſhini . E 
By Cruelty and Pride. 42771 
Spb. By pride indeed: mir ff 
He calls Knol the Proud, and glories in Ap dota ach 
Nor. would Exchange for Fupiter 8 Al mighty. An aA, 
Have we not ſeen him ſhake his filver Reins 


O'er harneſ#d Monarchs, to his Chatiot Nd. 
In ſullen Majeſty they ſtalk along, 
With Eyes of Indi and Deſpair; 


While ke aloft diſp| * States. > 
A.s Wit 


TM - g 
+ © * * * 
—_ # * 6 


$3. | ö r 
7 * 
a ' * \ 1 : * 


1ö;õ 4 fg | 
With half their rifled Emgdoms cer his Brow, = *- 
| to Heaven in Diamonds and Gold. 

Pher. Nor leſs the Tyrant's Cruelty than Pride; 
His horrid Altars a with human Blood, f 
And Piety! is under! in bis Hands. 

[4 great Shout. 


Hob. There 0 the voice of twice two hundred thou- 
And broke the Clouds, and clear'd the face of day; (fant 
The King who from this Temple's Airy Height, a 
With Heart dilated that great Work ſurveys, 

Which ſhall proclaim what can be dene by Man, 
Has ſtruck his Purple Streamer, and deſcends. ' 

Pher. Twice ten long years have ſeen that haughty Pile 

Which Nations with united Toil advance, 
- Gain on the Skies, and labour up to Heaven. 
b. The h — or proſtrate fall, or diſappear: 


Exeunt: 
4 nter Bufiris Attended. 


Buſ This ancient City, Memphis the renown 
Almoſt co-æval with the Sun himſelf, 
And boaſting Strength ſcarce ſooger to decay, 
How wanton fits ſhe. amidſt Nature's Smiles, 
Nor from her higheſt Turret has to view, 
But Golden Landſkips, and luxuriant Scenes, 
A Waſte of Wealth, the Store-Houſe of the World! 
Here fruitful Vales far „ fly the Sight, 
There, Sails unnumber d whiten al the Stream, 


4 While from the Banks full twenty thouſand Cities. 


Survey their Pride; and ſee their gilded. Towers 

Fiore on the Waves, and break againſt the Shore: * 
To crown the wholez this rifing Pyramid (Shes the Plan; 
Lengthens in Air, and ends amon ba \ 9 
While every other Object ſhrinks © KTM 
Its mighty ſhade, and leflens to the Wes, 


e Bs. 
" Butey Auletes, be falls malle 


Ault © live far: ever, bubu, firſt of Men! 
[Bu Auletes, Riſe. 


| King of \ E GY 5 = 11 
er dase 


Each | My Tag, e =, 
log eee e e e. Ye > 


n 
With The rich drakion E EEE 80 - > og 
A thouſand Courſers flecter than the Wind a Re 
And their black Riders darken. all the oP bi, e 
Camgls and c Wes from other Realms, | bee: 
f beneath a 
any o 


Wir: Ap your Wo 


the beſt. eber e 


Bring. their various den. 
And leave their, Monarchs poor. 5 CT 1 
Buſ. What from; the Farfan ? 10 + 
Aul. He bends before your. Thrane eee, 
The reſt in Tons and out-ines in hop 4 ; 
Buſ. Away, he ſees me not, w. his urpok 1 
A Spy RE my Greatneſs, and 10 Pan 
Take his Ambaſſadar, and ſhew him bem, 
In Memphis be. him \ yarious: Nations: a . 
As in a Sea, yet not kee in, Spare, Te" 
But ſtreamin freely thro” the ſpacious Streets, | 
Which ſend = 8 Lale 05 5 oy brazen 2 TY 
Wheg e Trumpet over. head... : 
| On the SY "Walls t : Chariots — -j 1 
And leave in Air a Thunder of my own: 7 
Joe too has pour'd the Nile i into my Hand. 


he Prince of Rivers, Ocean's LY mom _ 
Rich of myſelf, I make the ae a car, n PREY 
Nor aſk . precatiogs plenty from 988 
Throw all my Glonies open may Jos oy | 
Then tell him, in Return for Ties . wage 


L give him This; and when. a 2 * — 4 
Can thus with Vigour its ReluQtance bend, Om 
And to the 8 its ſtubborn, Force ſubdue, Was 47 
Then let his Maſter Dug —— but bring 

More Men than ye ger po | ip, the Field ; 

Mean time thank Aer os Tide of Conqueſt wine 

A ifferent \ way, and leaves kim fill a King: | 

is ta the Perfian 1 receive the eſt, | D 
And give the World an Anſwer, © Ex. Buſiris. 


* ** 2 
* 


W 12 15 B U s JR. 7 6, AN 
1 attended by Priefts and ad lis n ſeen” 


i * ing tn ance. 20 ſee 215 


An l feng, t 12 x out!” meal 


j 0 wt) ; 
err arnbetl bet ett," adware, 
% mani My Morning, gh: to the Gow 13 over,” | 1A 
' Yet till this Terror han 8 f 
And ſaddens oy 7 Theor = — nor ſtill hold - . "fi 
I be dreadtull „Milf the threa reatning Sword 


; vil} 


Points at my = 525 in mins Eye. D 
But twas a — no M Ng. ns leave me. 
And thou, great Ruler o a. Wo . 
O kindly fhine on this important riod 1 
This Hour determines all my future Ele, 
And gives it up to Miſery or Joy. —_ as. 
Theſe lonely Walks, this de „ and ſolemn Gloom, 
Where Noon-day Suns: but glitumer to the VIEWS 
This Houſe of Tears and Mankion of the Dead,. ead,. : 
For ever hides him from the BPRS, e als | 
And gives him Leave to groan, an 15 ebene 2 401 
Back Scene Kae, tie 8 We «aig 5 Siu, 
ee Tonk... 


7 


! 


ot 

SOLES * 

4 8 1 
. TI 
ad * 


2 


ade 6 a en 0 | — — 42 
Jo mournful! If, my For; the Derbe i ww 0 8 2 
Are all your Care, Life i is no more a Bleſſing. YO x 
How could you ſhuri the for this diſmal Shai e, we pe 
And ſeek from Bene TE eim Deſpair? © 3 
> Mem. Why baff tau bro kt Hi the Eyes to hi 60 
Where darkneſs dwells and grief wou d h ſecure, * 
In welcome Horrors and be ved Night | 
Thy Beauties 9 the friend} ShaJes before thei, - 
And light up Day even. mm Reti etire, my Love, 1 
Each joyfu Mane T w wa ud fhare with thee, © ©: 
My wirtuous Maid, but T'wou'd mourn alone... 
Man. What have you found in'nie fo. mean, to hop 
That, while you figh, my Soul can be at Peace? 
Tour Sorrows flow from'your Mandane's Eyes. 
„ Ok. my Mandane ! 


* 
* Ga 
* 
* 


King of E G 7 PT. . 1 
Mar, Where ars you From me? 64072 3, 22% PHO 

Ine offended or are you unkind ? 
Ah me! A Sight as Strange as er. hy 5 
From his big Heart oercharg cous genov, | 

See the Tid working Bong. to yer „ | 

And ſtealing from him in large ſilent Dro = SER 

Without his Leave! — can thoſe Tears flow in es | 

Mens. Why will you double my Diſtreſs and make- 

My Grief my Crime, by diſcompoſin . | 
And yet I can't forbear! Alas! wy father! | 

That Name excuſes all; what is not due 
To that great Name, which Liſe or Death can pay? | 

Man. Speak on, and eaſe your 28 Ur it 

And ſinks again, and then · it ſwells ſo high e 

It-tooks.as it would break. I know tis 8 3 
With ſomethin _ wor'd utter: Oft in vain- 

I. have — Favs our mournful Story; 

But ever be bene wo ev with a fon 

Mem. Oh my Mandane] did my Tale concern 

My ſelf alone, it wou d not lie concea d- 
But tis wrapt up in Guilt, in Noyat Guilt, 

And therefore tis unſafe to touch upon it. 

To tell my tale is to blow off the Alkes 
From ſleeping Embers, which will riſe in flames, 

At the leaſt Breath, and ſpread Deſtruction wund ; 

But thou art faithful, and my other ſelf; 
And ob } my Heart this Moment is ſo full. 
It burſts with its Complaints; and . 
Myris the preſent Queen; was only Ster 
Of great Artaxes, our late iy Lord: 

Bufiris, who now reigns' was ft of Males- 

Im lineal Blood, to which this Crown deſcends, — 
(Not with long Circumſtanee to load my l 23 
Ambitious Myris fir d his daring Soul; 2 - Ml 
And turn'd his Sword age e Brother's Life 5: 3 
Then mounting to the I'yrant Bed and Throne, 
Enjoy 'd her Shame, and umphd im her Guilt. 
Man. So black a Story well might ſhun the 3 
Mem. Arta xes, Friends (a viftuous Multitude) 
Were ſwept away by Baniſhment or Deatk l . 
+ In Throngs, and. [fared the n Grave, 


1 


is % - #+ 
nt 


£5 


- 


„ B USI RIS. 
Mi, Father — think, autre mem en, 
r 


— 


And rear d me with his Son a, Son ſine 
He vainly hop'd, by ſhews of 


The Tyrant took me, then of tender Years, 15 
= wn 


To wear away the Bl of his Crime, th SA 
And reconcile me to my Father's Fate: went 
Hence have I long _ fore d to ſtay „ + 
To ſmooth my W with Smiles and curb my ane | 
While the bie MM ep NlagIEy f 


Enter Pheron at a Difance, 7 * 


1 80 close! Pn bere I fand — 2 
And watch my Rivals Fate. (Aide. 
Mem. But thou, my Fair, 
Thou art my Peace in Tumult, Lite * Dad, Ti 
Thou yet Can't make me bleſt. ; af} 
Man. As hew, my Lord? * e b 
Me Ah, why wilt thou inſult we? eie 
Man. Mem non ͤ :: nw 


Mem. r 1 
Man. Nature forbids, and when I — . 
She ſtifles all my Spirits, and I faint : Sol 
My Heart is breaking, bur 1 cannot Speak. . ys 
Oh let me fly — ift 4 

Mem. You pierce me tothe Soul. Hl (Holding 1 

Man. O ſpare me for a Moment, till m y. Heart 805 8 A 
Regains its wonted Force; and 1 — - | 
Pheron, you know, is daily urgent With me, boy 
Breaks thro' Reſtraints, and will not be refus d. | 

- >... (Pheron, ſhews @ great Concern. | 
Yet more, the Prince, the young impetuous Prince, wo 
ny his Father ſent him forth do War, uni 11 : ho 
gave the Maus to his deſtructive ae 

Has hen agi fl. Tongue a ſilken Tale, a 
Deſcended from himſelf, and talkd of Love. 20 voin 
Since laſt I ſaw thee, his licentious Paſſion | 1 
Has haunted all my Dreams. © © 
5 the uh forth in all its Lale, 


— — * 
30 — 


ba 


King of E GT PT. 
To welcome her retutining Warrior home z N 
Alas, the Malice of our Stars : 43” 2190 
Mem. To place ii 7 
| Beyond the Power of Fats to pe St ON 6 
Be it our bridal Night, my Life my ones, 
Pher. Perdition ſerze them both ein 
So long to catch her in another's Arms! — | / 


Another's Arms for _ Oh the "os r 

Heart-piercing bur Rage ſhall an, 

It ſhall be ſe a erden et ie: 

Who drives me to the black Extremity;. af Oo 

I fear no farther Hell than that I feel. (Exit. 
Mem. Trembling F graſp thee, and my anxious Heart 


1 ſtill in doubt if I may call thee mine. 
Oh Bliſs too great! Oh painful N 7 Har en 
I know not What to utter | 197. vat 
Mand. Ah, by Bap id 14 
What means this that comes b; Joy. 1 
Chaſtiſing thus the Eightneſs of my Heart? $9441 wire eg 
I have a 'F ather, and a Father too, 't 
'Tender as Nature ever fram'd obs Will | + 
Should be conſulted. —Should I touch his Peace, 
I ſhould be wretched in my Memnor's Arms. 
' Mem. Talk not of Wretchedneſs: - | 
Mand. Alas! this Da * 
Firſt gave me Birth, HI. F; . F n. 
The Fates eer fince, as watching its Returns: | ge 
Have caught it as it EE and mare d it i be 
With ſomething Great, Extremes of Goodod 1. 
Mem. Why thould we bode Misfortane to our —_ 
No, 1 thee from the Gods in Lieu 
Of all that Happineſs they raviſſid from me; x vitic 
Fame, Freedom, Father, all return in thee , 1's #1 
Had not the Gods Mandane to beſtow; 
They never would have pour d ſuch V 
They meant me thee, and could not be 
Soon as Lights favourable Shades deſcend, TP”: 
The hol Prieſt — ares He tr T 
And Lif ſhall prove but one long bridal Day:; 
Till then, in Scenes of Pleaſure ſoſe thy Grief, £1 
Or ſtrike the 88 * among the Flowers, 4; 8 


7 


16 


| But other Paſſions now begin their Claim, 
Doubt, and Diſdain, and Sorrow, and Revenge, 
With mingling Tumult tear up all my Breaſt: 
Oh how unlike the Softneſſes of Love !. 


\ 
Re Tak. {ob 


BUS-IRIS 
"They'll ſweeter ſmell; and fairer bloom for thee: — 


Alas! I'm torn from this dear tender Side, 


By weighty Reaſons, and ara Calls, 
ay, even by Love itſelf —I quit thee now, -- 


But to deſerve thee more. N They embrace. 
_ - Mand. Your Friends are here. (Exit Mand. 


Mem. Excellent Creature! how my Soul pants for thee !- 


: Enter Syphoces. 


Hb. Hail, worthy Memnon. 
Mem. Welcome, my Syphoces. 


* 


And much I hope thou bring'ſt a bleeding Heart; 


A Heart that bleeds for other's Miſeries, | T2 
Bravely regardleſs of its own, tho great. 7 


That firſt of Characters. | : 


Sypb. And there's a ſecond, 


Not far behind, to reſcue the diſtreſs'd;. { 


Or die. 

Mem. Yes, die; and viſit thoſe brave Men, | 
Who, from the firſt of Time, have bath'd their Hands ; 
In Tyrant's Blogd,. and graſp d their honeft Swords 
As Part of their. own Being, when the Cauſe, | 
The.public Cauſe demanded. Oh, my Friend! N 
How long ſhall Eg yp: oan in Chains? how long | 
Shaliber Sons fall in Heaps, without a Foe? + 


No War, Plague, Famine, nothing but Bußris, 


His People's. Father l and the State's. Defence] 
Yet but a Remnant of the Land ſurvives. | 
Sypþ: What Havock have I ſeen ] have we not known 


AMultitude become a. Mornings Frey, 


When troubled Reſt, or a Debauch, has ſour d 


The Monſter's Temper ? then, tis inſtant Death; 


Then fall the brave and » like ripen d Corn 


Before the ſweeping Scythe ; not the poor. Mercy. 
To.ftarve, and pine at Leiſure in their e 


But what freſh Hope, that we receive your Summons . 
"To meet you here this Morning? 


— . * | * 48 * 
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| Tb fall 75 5 Duſt, and waſh'd a Rufhan's Feet. 


But this will enter deeper in his Soul, (Shews a Letter. 
And rouze up Paſſions, which till now or oral 


The Queen has courted thee with proffer'd "gs 


He ſhews, that all his Thoughts are not in Blood; 


2 1 
— 


King! f 8 
Ml... on this Day my ilike Father's Blood 
So often laviſh'd in his Country's Cauſe, 
And greatly fold for Conqueſt, and Renown ; 


Tas on this execrable Day i it flow'd . ; 
On his own Pavement, in a Hour, 


returning, rouzes all | 
My. — * and blows it to a Flame 
Where are our other Friends? 7 
Hypb. At Hand, Rameſes, _ 
Laſt Night,” when gentle Reſt o'er Nature ſ read 
Her ſtill Command, and Care alone was 
Like a dumb, lonely, diſcontented Ghoſt, 
Enter'd my Chamber, and approach'd m Bed ; —. 
With Burſts of Paſſion, and a Peal of 
He recollects his godlike Brother's Fate ; 
T8 drake na _ the ley Þ t Murder, 
u geance on the guilty Prince. 
Such 7 the Fellneſs of his be : 
Methought the Night grew darker as — FEE 
Mem. I know he bears the Prince moſt deadly Hate; 


Murder will look like Innocence to th. 
Sypb. Haw, Memnon ? 
Mem, This reminds me of thy Fate; = 


And ſought by Threats to bend thee to her Will; 
She lan "4 ſhe burns, ſhe waſtes away, 
In fruitleſs Ho and dies upon thy Name. 

- Syph. Oh, I Love! which, ſtung by emu. 
Expell'd a Life far dearer than mine own, 
By curſed Poĩſon— Ah, divine Apame! -— 
And cou'd the Murd'reſs hope ſhe ſhou'd inherit 
This Heart, and fill thy Place within theſe Arms ?— 
But Grief ſhall yield—Revenge, Im wholly thine. - 

Mem. The Tyrant too, is wanton in his Age, 


TIE x os e : "ms 


7 


nnn CAO CEPT IDY 
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ene 

The Softneſs of his Bed; and thinks e ip . 

A Miſtreſs worthy of 2 Monarch's . ae 
Syph. But ſee, Rame/es comes, a full 1 

Scouls on his Brow, and marks him re che 


7 


EET 


8 Rameſes, Pheron, and other be” 


Mem. To what, wy Friends, hall Memnon bid you 

Welcome? Ae n e 

To Tombs, and melancholy Scenes of Death? wt if 

T have no coſtly Banquets, ſuch as ſpread. Kal Naa. 

Prince Myron's Table, when your Brother er 
I have no gilded Roof, no gay Apartment, 

Such as the Queen prepat d for thee, Hpboces. 


Yet be not dilcontent, my. valiant Friends 
_ Bufiris reigns, and tis not out of Seaſon 
To look on aught may mind us of our n 
His Sward is ever —⁴ and furious Mi: 


Thinks the Day loſt, that is not mark d with Blood. 
Ram. And haye we felt a Tyrant twenty Veard, 
Felt him as the raw Wound the burning Steel? 

And ate we murmuring out our midni t Curſes, _ 


eur Tears in Corners, and complaining 7 
eee, Gods! rk hem of, 4 A. 


No Hands we need to faſten our awn Chains, ail 
Our Maſters will do that ; and we want: Souls, 4 bag 
To raiſe them to an-Uſe more worthy Men. >| 
Mem. Ruffles your Temper. at Offences ky | 
Here then, e thee into Madneſs. 

eee the Letter, Rameſes reads. 


Ram. Oh! 

Hel. See how the ſtr lng Paſons ſhake bis Frame. 

Ram. My Boſom Joy, t n 1 
With tender Pledges of our mutual Love, 5 18 
Far dearer than my Soul ! and ſhall my Wife, bak 
The Mother of my little Innocents, | F 13 77 
Be taken from us! torn from me from mine! 0 169 


Who live but on her Sight! and ſhall I hear 
Her Cries for Succour,. and not rufh . ih af 
My Infant hanging at the Neck upbraids eee ., ., | 
Aud ſtruggles with his little Arms to fave her. RO 
eſe 


—— = 


King of E GT PT. 19 . 
Theſe Veins have ſtill ſome generous Blood in ſtore, 
The Dregs of thoſe rich os: mane hare a, 
PI] giv't in Dowry with her. | 
ber. Well refoly'd: 125 f 
A tardy Vengeance ſhares the Tyrat' 3 Guilt. 2 10. 
Ram. Let me embrace thee, Pheron, thou art bare, 1 
And doſt diſdain the Coldneſs of Delay. 5 
Curſe on the Man that calls Rameſes Friend, F 
And keeps his "Temper at a Tale hike this 7 
When — and Rancour are the proper Virtues, 
And Loſs of Reaſon is the Mark of Men. 
Mem. OI Pre determin d; when the miduight 
our | 
Lulls this proud City, and ber Monarch. dreams - 
Of humbled Foes, or his new Miſtreſs Love, 
Then we will ruth at once, let looſe the — 15 
2 e pent in, and ſtruggling twenty Ten 


a Vent, and at on dreadful M . e 
Ben, and end the Wat. ett pt | a 
A more auſpicious Jundture d not Pappen I daf 


The Perfian, who for Yeary has join d our Counſel, — 


Stirr'd up the Love of Freedom, and in pri 
Long nutz d that glorious e with Sela. 
This Morn with Ttanſports d the wiſh'd Octakow | 
Of throwing his Reſentment witle, and-now 1 1 . 15 
He frowns in Arms, and gives th Event to Fate. 
Ram. TED Hand drag the jos wr from the 
And dab the royal Vilim on thi Altar. r 10 
{ Painting to r 245 
Mem. bs july oaght Friends, caſt t 1 
around. | 
All that maſtawhil is, or great in Nature, * 
This ſolemn Scene preſents ; the Gods are here, 
And herb our fam Ar orefachery acres Tombs 5 
Who never btook d à Tyrant in this Landl. 
Let us not act beneath the Afembly ! 
The lighted Altars tremble, and theſe Tombs 
Send forth a Peal of Groans to urge us on. ; 
Come then, ſurround my Father's Monument, 
And call bis Shade to witneſs to your Vows. 
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Illuſtrious Shades! Who ni hely 


The Tyrant's Couch, and lty Soul: 
Whether already you converſe with 1 G58. 


And great W e e if this be great, 


L ; 
= 


1 8 
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Ram. Nor his alone: Oh, all . 


* 


Or ſtra ne in melancholy Gloom, 

From Earth, from Air, from Heaven, and even Hell, 
Come, I conjure you, by the Priſoner's Chain, 
The Widow's Si hens, and the Orphan's Tears, 

The Virgin's Shrieks, the Hero's ſpouting Veins, - 


By Gods blaſphem d, and free-born Men enſlav d. 1 


Mem. Hear, Jove, and you moſt infut d Heroes, hear, 
While we o'er this thrice hallow'd Monument 
Thus join our Hands, and, kneeling to the Gods, 
Faſt bind our Souls to great Revenge! 

All- We ſwear. 


» Mem. This Night the Tyrant and his Minions bleed, 
And Flames ſhall lay thoſe alaces in Duſt, 


| Whoſe gilded Domes now glitter in the Sun. 


 Pher. So now my Foe is raken in the Toll, 1 
And P've a ſecond Caſt for this proud Maid— 
It is an Oath well ſpent, a Perjury XN 
Of good Account in Vengeance, and in Love. [Afdt: 
em. We wrong ag the might) Den, if we permit 
Our Eyes alone to count th Afembly, e 
A thouſand unſeen Heroes * us; ne 


3 


Ny Father riſes from his Tomb, his ound N 


Bleed all afreſh, and confecrate the Day; 

He waves his Arm, and chides our tardy Vengeance 
More than this World ſhall thank us. O, my Friends! 
Such our Condition, we have nought to deck, | 


To cruſh a Tyrant, and preſerve a State. 
To ſtill the Clamours of our Fathers Blood, 
Too fix the Baſis of the Public Good, * 
IJ.o leave a Fame eternal, then to ſoar; Sons | 
Mix with the Gods, and bid the World adore. 
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4 magnificent brine 4 1 ai roeral cen, 
ron aj to and fro. . 


Ba, Mhased b Mae N b A 
Ram. 


Hat means this Duſt, and Tumult in mo 
| ourt, 
Theſe Streamers fooling in the Wind, theſe Sbouts 1 
The Tyrant b in "full Itfoletce, . 
And all his gawdy Courtiers baſking round kim 
Like e ermin in a Dog-day Sun? 
Syph. Your Father and Prince Myron ate arriv d, 
And with one Peal of Joy the Nation rings. 
Ram. Long has my Father ſery'd this tyran bg. 
With Zeal well worthy of a. better Caſe? 1 
Though with his Helm he hides a hoary * 4 e, 
Long vers d in Death, the Father of the Field,  _ - * 
At the ſhrill Trumpet, he throws off the Weight \ 
Of fourſcore . and ſp pings upon the. eq "Þ 1 
The Tranſport, Danger gives him, conquers Nature, "04%. 
And a ſhort Youth boils La within his Veins.  _ | 

Syph. Behold, this Way they pe $ to meet the Kin y 

Myron and Nicanor paſs the Stage with Atte . 

Ram. What Pity us that one fo 10 ks Guit St, | 
Should thus engage the JET, with manly Charms, 
And make Vice lovely? | ng on Whos 

Syph. Pardon me, Rameſes  .. | | 

Though to my Foe, I muſt Wits WD 2 
He's generous, grateful, affable, and btave: 2555 = 


. Ait! 4. 


1 oy 7 k 1 


1 " . . p 
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22 b n 
But hes he ER no Limit to his Paſſion ; 


| ; The Tempeſt-beaten Bark is not ſo toſs d, 


As is his Reaſon, when thoſe Winds arffe ; 
And tho' he draws a fatal Sword in Battle, 

And kindles in the warm purſuit of Fame, 
Pleaſure ſubdues him quite, the mu. Eye, 
And generous Bowl bear down his 

While fiery Spirits dance along his Gn, 


l 5 "And keep e el in is Heart. 


Ram. But hear, the Tyrant comes =—with ber Exceſs 
Of idle Pride will he receive his Son ? | 
How with big Words will he ſwell out this Conqueſt, 
And into Grandeur puff bis little Tales. 


Enter King a aſcends the 8 on 


6 other Side 
enter Myron and Nicanor. 


mk Welcome, my Son, great partner of my pg” 
I thank thee for th Increaſe of my Dominions, -  - 
That now niore Mountains riſe, more Rivers flow. v | 
And more Stars ſhine in my ſtill growing Empire. 
The Sun himſelf furveys it not at Ti 
Bot travels for the View, whilſt join d, 
125 Subjects live unheard. of by each other; . 
eſe Nag d in Shades, while thoſe enjoy the Light 17 
Their Day is various, but their King the ſame. ä 
Hr. Here, Sir, your Thanks are 7 — to this old Arm, 
Whoſe Nerves not threeſcore Winter Camps unbend, + 
You owe your Victory, and I my Life. 1b 
When my fietce Courlſer,' Sis a Javelin ſtung, 


ce, 


Firſt rear d in Air, then tearing with a Bound e 


The trembling Earth, plung'd deep amidſt the Foe | 
And now a thouſand Deaths from every Side; 

Had but one Mark, and on my Buckler ru 

Through the throng. Legions like a Wr x Sh ug a, 
This Friend, o'er gaſping I rolling Steed 


And ſnateh d me from my F Coolant wn adeig _— 


t 


Bu, I thank thee, 9 ht 


Thou haſt a Heart that foolls with Lo) ley, l at a 25 


And throws off the Infection of theſe imes 3 
But thy 8 Boy — ä "I | 
ic. 


2 


a King. of rr icy Au 

Mie. No more my Sn, WU Tens 
ent him off, ny Gul „ 90 ww 
Look not, dread Sir, on me through his Offence: 
Oh let.not that diſcolour all my Service, 
And ruin thoſt who blame him-forthis Crime! 0 
Buſ. Old Man, I. will not wear be re 


= 
LD 
| 


Subjects ſhall work my Will, or feel my:Paw'r,; : - — 

Their Diſobetience ſhall nat be my Guilt: 
Who is their Welfare, Glory, and Defence? 5 541 
The Land that yields them Food, and every agg 


That flakes their Thirſt, the Air they breathe is we 50 


And is Concurrence to their bwn Enjoyment. 
By due Submiſſion, a too great Return ? Na ee! 
Death and Deſtruction are within my Call 
But thou ſhalt flouriſh in thy Maſters Smile. 7 
A faithful Mimiſter adorns my Crown, 


And throws a brighter Glory round my — Wa 
Nic. Take but one more, one {mall one to yout Favqur, 
And then my Soul's at Peace L have a Daughter, 
An only Dau er, now. an only Child, 0 410 FH 316/40 
Since A loft k 's Folly ; ſhe deſerves... 
The moſt a Father can for ſo much — . 
Her Mother's dead; and we are left alone; J | 
We two are the whble Houfe, nor are we toy | N 
In her I ive, the Comfort of my Age; 14 $14) 
And if the King extends dn Gee fo far, 101 61 
And take that tender Bloſſom into Shelter, AT 
Then I have all my Monarch can beſtow, 15 : +16 . 
Or Heav'n it ſelf, but this, that E may wet "2 81470 
My Life's poot Remmant out in your oma: To 
2 forth my Being to the laſt in Duty, 85 {7 ban 
And when the Fates ſummon, die for you. ik 
Buſ. Nicanor, knou, thy Daughter is our Care. aT 
Myr. Oh, Sir, be greatly. Kind, exert your Pow, 
And with the Monarch furnifhi out the Friend m1, 
Art thou not he, that gallant minded Chief, {To Nicanor. 
Who would not ſtoop to give me leſs than Life? | 
And ſhall I prove ungrateful? Shocking date ae ; 
He that's ungrateful has no Guilt but one, e930 46 {Af 
All m enden wy mms him. | 8 1 * 
> 34 [-2N ut ic. 
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24 A BUSIRIS 
Nic. What j oy my Dor promis'd Welfare 
5 == 


| My Lips I need not o diſcover —— 
Thus humbly let me th hon. (203 5 
| 2 Buſ. Dry thy * MoS: $131: 
And follow us; th Sp neon ween, ir nA. 
Aua longs, noDoubtyto ſee thee; bleſs the | 
| And 3 — of State. 8 
ö 


Thear there's Treaſon near us; though the Slaves | fl 
Fall off from their Obedience, re | "i, 
That Tm their Monarch, Tm Buferis fill  ' 

Collected in myſelf, II ſtand-alone, FE: ter 
And hurl my Thunder, the Iſhake my Throne A bod 
Like Death, a ſolitary King PH reign, g. 
O er ſilent Subjects, and a deſart f zl Brie 1 5 
Ere brook their Pride; III ſ « generyl bos, Rab 
And every Step ſhall be from Tomb 40 Tonb. [Exil 
| Myr. and Aul. h talk'd afrde, advance. 

1157. Her abſent Beauties glow'd upon my Mind. 
And ſparkled in each Thought. She never left mb, 
Wou at thou believe it ? in the Field of e 
In the mid Terror and the Flame of Fight, 2005 
Mandane, thou haſt ſtol'n — my Soul, 50 JT 
And left my Fame in Dan my md Arm | 
_ Has hung in Air; forget eos Hg 344 7 
And for a Moment ſpard the proſtrate Dung 1 
Oh that her Birth roſe equal to my own! | 1 
Then I might wed with Honour, and eno ß,, 
A lawful Bliſs and why not now ? —_ ac 
Abſence has plac d her in a fairer Light, +. |.) 
Enrich'd the Maid, and heighten'd ec Charm. ; 
Aul. She comes. 1 TE $319 
"Myr. That modeſt Grace ſubdu d my Soul, 4 1270 | 
That Chaſtity of Look, which ſeems to hang or 
A Veil of pureſt Light o'er all her Beauties, 
cars 4 eg _ am e vl 


r a ten YO, 135 

| 4 Loos Enter Mandane. 4.1 Wu ö f 

What A. Force! wbt _ divine! ha b d 11 | 

What Virtue eonſeerating every Feature! i. 
Around that Neck, —_ Droſs are on "Ga 


Mandane ! powerful Being! whoſe firſt Sight 


"IEP 
ver 


„ Gives ä eee F 
And with one Moment over pays a Teer 
Of Danger, Toil and Death, and Abſence from thee. 
Mand My Lord. I fought tny Father N 
Myr Leave me nor, 4's 1 f ; wa 7 
I've * to ſay, much more than you conceive; | INI 
Yes, by the gods much more than'l Sus utter.” Fin fl 
My Breath is ſnatch'd, I tremble, Texpire. OY 
Nay, here I'll offer tender Violence T7; akes ber * 
May I not breathe my Soul upon this Hand. 
When your Eyes triumph, and inſult my Fan /:; 
2 Revenge. ans nal 
Mand. My Lord, 1 am not conſcious of my + Pate * 
r. Tis dale! know the Lanyua bea , of thoſe Eyes, 1 
They: uſe me ill—ſce my Heart beat, Maadane; 
Believe not me, but tel ene ngen 
Is it in Art to counterfeit within? 
To drive the Spirits, and inflame the Blond? : 
Each Nerve is pierc d wich Lightning from your ere. 2 
And every Pulle is in the Throbs of Love. 
 Mand. My Lord, my Duty calls, | muſt not — 5 
Myr. Give me a Moment; I have that to pe 
Will burſt me, if ſuppreſt — oh heavenly Maid! 
Thy Charms are doubled; fo is thy Diſdain ——o 
Who is it? tell me who enjoys thy Smile? WAY, 
There is a happy Man; I ſwear there is; ett UE A 
1 know it by your coldnefs to your MERA ha 9 
That Thought has fix d a Scorpion on my Reus * 
That ſtings to Death and is it poſſible 115 
You ever ſpoke of Myron in his Abſence/, 
Or caſt, at Dee a light Thought that Way? 7? 
Mand. 1 thought of you, my Lord, and of tay Father 5 
_ — hy for your Succels ; nor muſt I now | ky 
Neg) lect to give him Joy. CI GS. 
yr. Yet ſtay, you fall not W Woman! 3 
Igwould not wrong your Father; but by Heaven, 1 Sat 
His Love is Hatred, if compar'd with mine. 
I underſtand whence this Unkindneſs flows ah 
Your Heart reſents ſome Licence of my Youth, 3 
When Love had touch d my Brain. You eee, 
Becauſe I never ſhall ET ” ſelf; 6: 
| But 
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But that you lire, I'd ruſh upon my Sword: 


| N ver only, but a Wretch 


IS to py Paſſion j join my Gratitu 
Each Ti 191 1 

As well a N No. 41 ay 
Fi leer to your, Virtue, and your Love. 7 * 


Hear me you muſt, ang more——-pour F ather ag Feb 


In the 1 Battle, reſcu'd me from Dea 164 ri 112% 
And how. thall 1 i >> thou neeſs,; =. 
Think not, Mandane, 3 ſudden Start. 


A Flaſh of Love that kindles Ge: Wee 7 FR 
No ight has paſs d, eee 1 


| x WO dauer 55 ” 
Myr. Az d do chop defoiſe me? | 


What far tranſcends my. Merit, and for ever 
Muſt filently upbraid my little Worth. 


| Headlong to all the gay 
And falls in Love wick Virtue moſt ſevere? 


Gods] have I ſtruggled thro the pow'rful Reaſons, 


* ä n — FRI IE GIS I ,, 
2 * 


My Parent's Crown forgot, and my own, RO MR, | 
And all to be reſus d: to. ſooth your Pride. 3 75 
And make my valport? 


Nor let my Truſt in Myron prove my oe! 


| EI 7 * N | 0 9 
„ 1 — 
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If you forgive me, I ſhall now appfoach, 


from Baſeneſs to the Wa 


1 of Honour, 


0 


vou, I ſhall riſe. 


Mand. I muſt not hear you. 
Myr. Oh torment me not! 


— 


Long have I weigh d it, ſince I par 


And mix'd withevery Dream. My Fair, i wed thee 
In the Grd Oh Counſel of my Soul. 


"dba My Lord, I want the Gg to accept 
Myr. Have I forſook my ſelf, for ma dre 

Bag e of 1 155 0 uſt 
Turn d ſuperſtitious, to,make/thee my F nend? 


That N combated my fond F elolves, . . 
Was Weal d, and Glory of no Weight, 


Mand. With Patience hear, ee 1511 "wb: 
Myr. DiftraQtion ! art thou Mey, Rr bo | 
r — — . | 


2 + Y by = 9 
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"King LECT, 
Kh. My Heart foretold-it—— ab. n feel., Auletes. : 


Spgons, 

" cub, Madam, ür pridentio you co withdraw i 
"xt wor oc e Sax 15/1 ya ee Ma. 
Ayr do not live-—-L cannot bear the Light © | 

Where in Myndane : but I would not know. 

She is not mine . yet tho not mine) in Love: aun 


Revenge, my juſt-Revengz.miy overtake ber- od niz 
3 Gios hints! her ! reren, n a 


Did the proud Maid inſult me in Diſtreſ ? ar? 
And ſmile to ſee me gaſping? ſpeak, Auletes. | 
Did the not Sigh ? ſure pity me, 


Though all ke Love is now another's Right. | 
Aul. She ſigh d, andiwept; but I removid her from from you | 
Myr. It was well done—yet-Ltcould ever 
And did ſhe Sigh ? anddid ſhe drop a Fear? nil 
The Tears the ſhed for me, are furely mine; 
And ſhall anpthes dry: them on thoſe Cheer duft 
And make them an Excuſa for greater Fondnefs? 
Shall I aſſiſt the Villain in his Joys? - 194030 £990 7% id 
No, I eber! from him, * 
F Id d gracge er Beauties to the Gods ve them. 
3 ul. My Lord, have Temper. ge 
Myr. And another's Paſſion,},--/{.n1 2 5 "A 
Wang that Lip I another's eee 
Strain q round the lovely Waiſt. fot Which I . 


And ſhe conſenting. wooihg;:gro 77 math err 

What golden Scenes, when. mee, n? Nils 108 
What lovely Pictures did I dra y- ery: uw ib nn 2 

What Lumty of Thought I and ſee y Fate tft 


Shall 1 my Slave enjoy her ? and I 2 ir os "nt 
In my triumphal Car, my foot on Purple 
And o'er. my Head a Canopy of Gold, aa of 
Fate in my Nod, and Monarchs in m Train = ne 
What if. "ab kim No. fle will not wed (XUE 


His murdeter. I aever form da Win, 

F But full Fruition taught taught me to forget it. © an 
And am I leſſen d by my late Success: 
And have 1 loſt by 3 iy, Aultes „ bona Cl 
And tell her N 2 


E oli e aft 
1 | B 2 Myr. 
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23 BUSY R 3G) 
| Mr. de. aber — A LS FI vid id 

Aul. Speak. 

Mr. Ra Hearth tou afünder. 

Aul. Retire, my Lord, and re- compoſe your ſelf, 
The Queen approachexns le! her geen wel 


2 7 Un 4; $I % 1 4£643*- 2, „dar Exit Myron. 
Here pale Lie tremblel a Gbrder d Haſe e: 
Ie inde Steps j her Eyes'ſhootrgloomy Fires. 5 
When Mpriigln Anger, 'happy-rhey | rad 98d n p 
She calls her Friends, Tegen Molt om Fj —_—_ — af U 4 


** 4 4 © 
YL j© ungen 12394 057 Dh wh 114 


ohh WW Wy 0 ic 307 all mY 
+ 1421 51 £91008 von et va. Tat“ Ha u uotl 
Queen Auletes; Where's th King ?! Au. 
Aul. .At;Councih Madam. eh HIT ERW 1. vert 
Queen. LEES age err c eie of}. Sib Ba 


| ; S418 495740] 06 1 fExit Auletes. 
Baſe ! to weh ie Srhiber he oel Crom tr. ban 
Fool] ta prdyake her Rage whoſe Hand is red . 


In her own Brother's Blood!!! 4 > ms 1 15 3 


— — [n! i 56: +3 pere 5 Fd 
mis ter King 6 Phan T9 9gbung LT | 
5 f 2 1 \ KY 
King. Horrid Conſpiracy? VEST wht 4k 


Per This Night was deſtin'd for " „bel, pd 
. Miſtaken Villains ! if Mp nes my Death; 
They ſhould in Prutence lay their r ein bak. 
So jealous are ſtie Gods of 'Z-yp7s Glor , 
I cannot die whilft Slaves — Sn me. Af wy 
Haſte, Pheron, to the Dungeon; plunge chew down, 4 7 
Far from the Hopes of Day, there — e 
Baniſh'd this world, while, yet alive, and groan 
In Darkneſs and in Horror, let double Chains Un! 
Conſume the Fleſh ofi: Memnon's loaded Limbs, | 
Till Death ſhall knock them off a King's th „nend 
Nay more, Bufiris.—Go, let that ſuffice.— Len, Phe 
Queen. My Lord, your Nr * b e 


Ning. Affairs of State 186 tad. 

Detain'd me from my Queen. | flo + ad N 
Qzeen. The World may wait: 

5 Ne my Lord. eee ee 


. D * 
A 98 s | King. 


” 


— 4, oy Lan * e i q v7 
cen. Will you comply? 5 W 
g. M Queen, ay Fow' js york. + Art Fer th 


ween gar Queen? | * 5 38 2 105 715 
ng. M Queen. "4" AE 7 wo * (1 10 * 5 hs 5 
De Sed Hit be H. 7) 


Then ſigu theſa Orders for Amelia 8 Death. =— | 3 
He ſtarts, turns pale, he's ſinking into Earth. n 
Enough, be gone, and fling thee at her Ter; a e 
Doat on my den rde eder for Mercy: 1 100 1 1 
Go, pour forth all dhe F _ of thy Soul; | 
But bear in Mind, thou i 1 "OF A. 100 28 
Thou piv'ſt that Ki de 1 \kdught with Blood, 
Nor ſhall I leni ESI 1 At HO: TY 185 
Kine. I wiſh, my ech, £903 A 8 at e e 
This ſtill had fle t a Secret for thy Sake; TH now 
But fiance thy: refileſs Tealduſp of Soul- N 38, 724 EK 
Has been ſo ſtudious of its own Diſquiet ; 
Support it 46 you my eo own I ve felt | o wal 
Amelia's Charms, and think themwotttumy Love- 153 
Auee n. And dar ſt thou bra vely bw ĩt aue: bee! 1 
Forgetful Man tis I then oe AQ ..] n v4 of 7 
Thou had' ſt ſtiſl gtovellid in the lowet: world. 0 ol 
And view dia Throne at had nt; 
Told thee thou waſt a Man; and (dreadful Thönghri) - 01 
Thro my own Brother gut thy Way ta Empite: 10:4 | 
= 8 hey _ a Crown beſtow'd ; 
at Gift was liſten'd to th Si 
rais d vhee to my Bed. =o OT * 
T thank you for it. | 
The be Gin 7 ou made me were not caſt away ; 77 
1 undeffiand i their Worth ; Huſband and King | 
Are Names of no mean Import, they riſe high 
Into Dominion, and are big with Power. 
Whate er I was, I now am King of . hee 
CCC00T0C00T00T0T0 ee 
Queen. I dteam! art thou Bufirs is? | 
Bufiris, that has trembled at my Feet, 
And art thou now my Fove with clouded Brow, 5 
Diſpenſing Fate, and looking down on rn = © 
Do'ſt thou derive 1 1 irit from 11 Crunes? 1 
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_— A o e N os wn 
Cauſe thou haſt wrong'd me, chere fore dot cho threatba 
And roll thine Eye in r ? rather end 4 
And ſue for Pardon. oh dee N. ITp A. 
| bow * a Strangers Bed. 1 1 +: 1 naw” 
And what was mine? 9 4 15 1 N A, 
Wben Myris firſt vouehſaf d 16 nile on 8, ee 
_ Queen, Diſtraſtion ] Death 1 for my Wel 
Thou art not only criminal, but baſe .. er! 2) > 
Mine was a Guile,-Ainbition initzi07 © N 24 
Its Foot in Hell; its Head above the Clouds, "| 1 60 3800 
For know, I bated when I moſt careſ#d tc 7 1ů b 
Twas not Bu Aris but the Crown 2 8 = 3 1 28 
And ſentits ipar 'Glories to A eig non“! 
But thou — 4 ſoil thy Diadem w i Gives ach 10% 
King. Hpbocer is a Ki then. nen vi; Aw 1 .vwh 
Kg. Ha! TS 48 5. 1011 E a: f Belt 1111 id T 


La fir dee bed ws King nom _— | 


- co © a 


2 19695. awo 2: 10-29060431 0! 2p 
Queen Go, Tytabt, $09 and wifely by thy Shameg g. 
Prepare by Wayns Nan, 1d Sertikerthee; 1s!) . 
Ling ar dead g if dend, ny Ghottithalt rt, 
Shrie k in th y Ears, and ſtalk before tHine Eyes 11139107 


In Death Il beer my Rival'vChatmis,-! 51 uon 
And chill thy „when within her Arms} 4 aA 
Alone to ſuffet is beneath the ba New £001 990 Dot. 


| To thx Torinents ſhall fopport my Ss.” yo (0 
/ 4 ry wot! 50 % 512 wht; oh e . 3, 1 4 0: . 
e Q * 22 90 hg | . AU rr 263 * 15 320 i 


brian i gi 11 200 10 Fas, | N 
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Suns wor? in | intuib | waa. 


Enter be K.. ail 18d1 NN 


| ch 5 01 % p you won wort ne ha 
King ERE py | ben Par I Go hr 
5 29111 ri a 11 412 197 
Audi an humbled Monarch at her feet. 


But 


* 


1 ph 


King 93 20 P. NR - 
But let her well conſider; if he's flow, Rn and $4 
To welcome Bliſs, and dead to Gloty's Cas 
Then my Reſentment riſes in Proportion (£3 
To this high Grace extended to my Slave. 
And turns the Force of her own CO her: 


- * 4 * * 
4 3 2 
— ph, 1 * 


n 1 may court, but canhot be deny d. 8 15 ad 

mz = | "x ib Enter the Queen vel —_—_— 4:2, 
| Amelia, dry thy Tears, and dran bags 54d apr 

That melancholy Veil ha, Myr 


a 
TE 


uveen. Myris ! 
A Name that ſhould like Thunder ſtrike thine ber *D 
And make thee tremble in this guilty-Place: ©. + 
But wherefore do'ſt thou think I meet thee here/, | 
Not with mean Sighs, and deprecating Tears, | 33 
To humble me before thee, and increaſe 355 
The Number of thy Slaves, in hope to break 
Thy Reſolution, and avett thy Crime ; 
But to denounce, if thou ſhalt date perfilt, 97 
The Vengeance due to injur'd Heav'n, and me; 1 76 
And by this Warning double thy Offence : 175 * 1 


Think, think of Vengeance, "tis the unly oy 1 

Which thou haſt oy Pin no more 2 ch b | 

NE On but know I am s Woutir e 
| kur Auletes. 0 


Aul May: all the Gods wittch Ger your Lite and Pall 
And render Omens vain! fo flerce the Stotm, fel 
Old Memphis from her de 55 ORR ſhakes, 
And ſuch unheard-of Pre det us, 
As make the boldeſt tretndP * the Moon | 
Robb'd of her Li ght, difcolout'd by 9s 9 if 1 
A Wan hung out by J 8 | 7 33 


To ſpe ſpeak Peace broken with the Sons of Men: 5 
The Nile, as frighted, rinks within its Banks, gs a: 
And as this Hour J paſt great [fr Temple, 45 00 hs. 
| A ſudden Flood of Light ning ruſh'd "Oy an 9+ 


And laid 1 Shrine in Aſhes. F 
| B 4 r King. 
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„ eee all 25. ol 

* n USIR 1 
g. Oh night) N. | 
| Who al theſe Signs in Nature? why this Tumule 

To tell me I am Guilty? if my Crown —_ | 

The Fates demand, why let them take it back. 
My Crown indeed 1 may reſign ;. but oh! 
Who can awake the Dead? 
Tis hence theſe Spectres bock my Wag Thoughts, 
And Nature's Laws are broke to Uiſcompoſe me z 
"Tis I that hurl theſe Hurricanes in Air, 
And ſhake the Earth's Foundations with wy Guilt. / 
Oh Myris, give me back my Innocence? 

- > any I bought it with an Empire. 


Cheaply. fold ! # 
Why by Jt ebch og? urge my lifteq Arm to ſtrike 
The pious King, when my own Heart recoild? _ 
Queen. Why did 98: yield when arg d. 1 by = 
Woman; 
Vou that are vain of your ſuperjor Reaſon, 
And ſwell with the prerogative of Man ? 
If you ſucceed, our Counſel is of e 4 3 
You on it, not accepted, tho enjoy d; . 
But ſteal the Glory, and deny the Favour 3 
Vet if a fatal Conſequence attend, 
Then werethe Authors, then your reachrous Praiſe 
Allows us Senſe enough to be condemn'd. 
King. Tis prudent to diſſemble with her Fury, 


And — a ſofter Seaſan for my Love. [Afide. 


Bid % Priefts attend their King's Devotions; 

PN oth with: Sacrifice the angry Pow'rs ; | 

Swift-to my Dungeons, bid their darkſame Wombe 

Give up the numerous Captives of my Wars, 

Ten thouſand Lives to Heav'n devoutly pour. 
Nor let the ſacred Knife grow cool from Blood, 

Till ſeven fold Nile infected with the Stain, 


n 3 et 


Queen. Thin Artifice ! I know the Sacrifice 
You moſt intend but I will daſh your Joys; 


, — 


Thou, Vidica, and thy Goddeſs both thall feel me. bak 


Aul. Madam, the Prince. wt 
Queen. And is he ſtill afflicted ET 
Aut. It grieves your faithful Servant to relate i it; 


He 


1. 


He ſtrives with mer Sis to fre bi nes 


But this has broken in on my Intent - 


5 e 6 „. Mo. 
He ſtruggles manfullyj but all in vain; 1 
Sometimes he calls in Muſick to his Aid, 


A. 
o * 
: P 
on : - 
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* 


s yidt 


And rouze his Soul o Battle :. Ar bal 
Theti he relapſes into Love agan, uy 
Feeds the Diſeaſe, and goats. Ron his Ruin. 

Queen. Why ſeeks he here thè Cauſe of all his Sorrow? | 
Aul. He ſeeks not here Mandane, but her fagher 4 * 
For Friendſhip is the Balm of all our Car „„ N 

Melts in the W 3205 N ev ty 4. PE 
i Forts tb 


Pate bree. e 32 HM! 0 : 


U 4 it 


Queen. Heav'ns | what a Glory blazes "ER his el 
What Force] what Majeſty in every Motion, 
As at each Step he trod upon a Poe? 

Myr. O that this Ardour wou'd for ever laſt ! 1 
It ſhall ; nor will I curſe my Being more; 


Chaind Kings, and conquer d Kingdoms are . we. { 


Pl bend the Bow, and launch the whiſtling Spear, 

Bound o'er the Mountairls, plunge into the Stream, 

Where thickeſt Faulchions gleam, and Helmets blaze, 

Ruth in, and find Amuſement from my Pain. | 

Il number my. own Heart among my . ä 

And conquer it, or die. 8 (Exit. 5 
Queen. The Thou ghts of War... | 

Will ſoon diflodp the fair One from ro Bia 


I wou'd. remind thi ee of my late Commands. 2 1 
Aul. Madam, tis caverns to remind your dhe; N 
At dead of Night T'll ſet the Priſoners free. y : 
Queen. Yes, ſet the Priſoners free, — tis great Revenge. | 
Such as my Soul pants after it becomes me. - 
Oh it will. | the T N ſtab him Home, 
And if one Spark of Cratitude ſurvives, _ 
Soften Sypboces to my fond Deſire. , 
The Tyrant's Torment is my only Joy; nr IS 
Ye Gods! or let me periſh, or deſtroy, 
Or rather both; for what has Life to Bolt 3 
When Vice is taſtelels| Td and Virtue loſt! wt 36 
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34 A0 878 1 jt 
© Glory and Wealt ;T call upon in yan, en 9 7 2 
Nor Wealth nor ory can © tiny Fan; 1 14 
My every Toy up braide me with my Guilt, a 234 
0 Ska cell 1 me rr ſpite. {Evie 1 


dll 90 181 
17 1 
| Myr 1 
i * 84 7:8 178 Tae Erze, bn. 
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Ir. Til s K es of War are kel E 3 * 
I be fainting Rate ngvid in mine Ear, eee 
| "The Banners fur pd, and all the ſpri gh Bae e 
Of burniſhd Armour, like the ths * a 
Inſenſibly is vaniſh d from m Though 

No Battles, Siege, or ſtorm, Nenn / ain my Soul 

In wonted Grandeur, and fill out Breaſt ; 3 g 
But Softneſs ſteals upon me, meltin be En. PERL 
My rugged Heart in Languiſhments and Fee 
And pours it out at my Mandane Feet. — 

I. ſee her even this Moment ſtand before me, . 
Too fair for Sight, and fatal to behold oo 
F have her 1 1A 9 her in my Arms; a 25 N. "7 
And in the madneſs Ferceſtve Love N 8 
Sigh out my Heart, and bleed with Ne aa 
” Abt. My Lord, too much you cherifh this Beugen: IJ 
She is another s. Sy | 5 
Myr. Do not tell me fo. © : 1 
Say rather ſhe is Dead; 905 heav ly e n 
Turn d into Horrgr! Oh the Pain 87 Pais ey 58 5 
Is when the fair "Ons: ; whom our Soul is fond o, ft ny p , 
Gives Tranſport, and receives it from and! 8 We 
How does my Sout burn up with ſtrong ae, N 
Now ſhrink into itſelf! now blaze gan 


* 
* : [4 Ex 
204% 


Il tear and rend the Strings that tye me rocher ;. * 

. ene ne on: Sas ne hu von | 
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Mie. My Prince, and ce ach tber hen v6 9 
My Friend, I have preſum d upon your Favour; 15 r 
This is my Daughter's birth Day, and this . 9 of 


I dedicate to Joye, Which ever Knguim Degus * 
If ou refuſe to crown them with your 22G d 


| King of EGYPT 45; * 
Apr. Niranor, i 1 


Nic. I am ſtill near you in the Day of Bange 
In toilſome Marches, and the bloody Field, 


When Nations againſt Nations claſh in Arms, 4 
And Half a People in one Groan expire; 3& " 15 3h " 
Why am I, with your Helmet throwtt afide, 2 
Caſt off, and uſeleſs in the Hour of Feacep on 
Myr. Since then you preſs it, Tie your ou 1 


Methinks I labour as I onward move, 

As under Check of ſome controuling Power. . 

What can this mean? wine may vs my Thou | 
And Mirth and Converſe lift my Soul again. [Exeunt. 


The back Scene Side and Seto a Fri: 2 PT 
Mandane, richly dreſid.. | " tee} 


Mad It was this Day that gave me Like this Day 
Shou d give much more, ſhou'd give me Memnon too; 
But I am rival'd by his Chains, they claſp 
The Hero round, (a cold unkind 28 2 
And but an Earneſt of far worſe to come 
While he, my Soul, in dungeon Durkneſs clord. 52281875 
Breathes damp unwholſome Steams, and lives on doi. 
am compelld to ſuffer Ornaments, ent fv 
To wear the Rainbow, and to blaze in 1 iid [65] 

To put on all the ſhining guilt of Dreſs,  - 

When tis almoſt a Crime that F ſtill eee 

Theſe Eyes, which can't diſſemble, — Gends.-; 

The dreadful Truth, are honeſt to my Headtt. | | 

'Theſe Robes, One, are Mandane's Chains, | 

And load, and and w Reo ratte 
1 mw Bait e 


Enter Myron, Wee c. 7 1 their Places: 
Nic. Sound louder, ſound, and watt ty Win | tg. 


Heaven. . ys} 
Hear me, ye tighteous Gods, and t my N 1 
For ever ſhine 8 on my _— 
Protect her, proſper her, and, when Lam dead, get” 


Still bleſs mein Mindane's Happinefs. 13 URGES 6 


[The Bowl goes . 2 
FHaſte, 


— 


| 4 26 | 5, BUSI RIS. 112 | 

f Haſte, call m hee none url le of Joy 
Till ſhe, he Müde ef d Fe. is with us L 

EI — Servant brings Nicanor a Letter ; be GE it. 

King's Commands at any Hour are er F 

hey ot leave us, General? 


Mic. Ha! the King here writes me, 
The diſcontented Populace, that held 


Amid the Terrors of this ſtormy Night, | 
Even now they deluge all yon Weſtern. Vale, 
Ad forma War, impatient for the Day. E 
The fpreadin Poifon, too, has caught his Troops,. 
And, the revalting Soldiers ftand in Arms, 
Mix d with ſeditious Citizens. | 
. Your Calli 18 great. TY 


Tater Mandane. Myron flarts from bis Seat in — 


Mand Oh, Memnon! How: ſhall] become a Banquet, 
Suppreſs my Sorrow, and comply with Joy? | 
Severeſt F * am I denied. to grieve? Aide. 
Mic. Be comforted, my Chiſd, I'll ſoon return. Hs 
Why doſt thou make me bluſh ?: 1 feel my Tears 
Run trickling down my Cheels. | 
Myr. I muſt away: - © 
Her Smiles were dreadful, but to 'Fears-are Death; 3 
can no more: I fink beneath her Charms, 
And feel a deadly Sickneſs at my Heart. 
11 22 to Auletes. 
V.. Your Check is pelo, ü gad | 
= You ate not well. 
Myr. A ſmall Indiſpoſition 3. 
E ſoon ſhall throw it from me: Farewel, General "Ih 
Conqueſt attend your Arms. | 
' Nic. You ſhall not leave _. 
Your Seryant's Roof; tis an unwholſome Air, 
And my Apartment wants a Gueſt. 
Myr. Nicanor, | 
Tf * I ſhall not — my G 


Fl 


\ 


— 


N 


eg ef © C Per 27 
And hear of diſtant Conqueſts; but ofertake thee; - 
And add new Terror to the Front of War. 
Nic. Mean Time, you are. a. Guardian to 5 cas, 
Let her not miſs a Father in my W 

She's all my Soul holds dear. — . | 
Both. arewel. Farewel.. e ee | nh i 


Nicanor mr. on Myron of 2 Stage, and returns. 
Nic. M Chua, I feela Tenderneſs at Heart 


I never felt before ; come near, Mandane,. |, 

Let me gaze on thee, and indulge the Father. - 

Thy dying Mother, with her clay- cold ponds: 1: 0 pints 147 

Preſs'd mine, then turning on thee her faint . 

Let fall a Tear of Fondneſs, and expir d. 

J cannot love thee well enough ;- her Grace 

Soſtens thy Cheek, and lives within thine Eye- 

Let me embrace = both—my Heart oerflows. — 

If I ſhould fall - thy Mother's Monument 

But I ſhall kill ay enderneſs—— no more, 

Nay, do not weep, I ſhall return | 

And with my deareſt Child fit down 40 Peace, | 

And long e e,, ran and 3 oat” 
Man | x 

Regard your Daughter's fervent Vows, you ol 50 
Nic. Farewel, my only Care, my Soul is wien been 

Regard your ſelf, and you remember. me. eee 


Enter Myron and Auleres. BY 


We: Nn cim re me Baſes roles Though, 
Like working Billows 2 a troubled To 


Toſſes me to and fro, nor know I whither. | 


What am I, who, or where? —Hat where indeed:.. 5; 44h 

But let me pauſe, and aſk.my: ſelf again, nes id elt 21 | 

If I am well awake. Impetuous Bliſs— <> XN 

My Heart leaps. up, my-mounting pen e! NN 

My Soul is in a Tempeſt of Delight! K 
Aul. My Lord, you tremble, and Jour Epeaberray- | 

Strange Tumults in your Breaſt. 


Myr. What Hour of Nets. 
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a ka | 
94 2 4 n 
* 
2 = 
* - 
- 


N i 
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Aul. Gs che Night's far tpent. WING To” ed bat 
Myr. The Gates are barr d, n 
And all the Houſhold is d oReft? | 
Aul. All, and the great Nitanor's own been, | 
Proud to receive a royal Gueſt, expects uu. 
Perdition on thy Soul for naming him. 
| Wee ! Oh, I never ſhall ſleep more! 
Defend me! Whither wanderd my bold Thong hes!: + * 
Broke looſe from Reaſon, how did they run u- 7 
And now they are come home, all armd with Stings, © 
And pierce my bleeding Heart. 
] beg the Gods to diſappoint my G 13 
Vet almoſt wiſh —— 5 my Defire; ' 
I long, repent; repent, again; 
And differs rows, 15.0 oh 1 
I muſt no longer parley with Deſtruction. 4 
'  Auletes, ſeize me, force me to my Chamber, 
There chain me down, and guard me from myſelf: . 

5 Hell rifesin each "Thought, tis Time to fly. lernt., 


Enter Mandane and Ramefes. 


Nam 1 bps your Then bete ges falfe Alarm t 
Mand. You've heard my frequent Viſions of the Night, 
| You know my Father's Abſence, Myron Paſſion; J 5; | 
Juſt gow T met him, at my Sight he ftarted 2 
Then with ſuch ardent Eyes he wander d der me, 


And gad with ſuch Malignity of _ 


Sending his Soul out to me in a Look, 
So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retir d. 
Ram. No more; my Priends (which, a have infor. 
N ed you, | 
The Queen, A gall the Tyrant, has ſet free) 
Are lodg'd within your Call; the appointed Signal, 
If Danger threatens, brings them ts your 4 
Mand. Where are they? ' © 7 i 
© * Ram. Inithe Hall, beneath your Chambet : r 
Memnon alone is wanting; he's providing | 1 
For your Eſcape before the Morning Dawn ; 
The reſt in Vizors, fearing to be known, mins 
Have ventur'd thro' the Streets for * Proteclon. 0 
mur Mand. 


Kind dh E U Y p. * 
Mand. Auſpicion Twin!" chen Fe 


Ram. Auſpicious Turn indeed? ware 5 <. 


The Happineſs, the baſe Man that betray'd us, 


'This AD aid low: 1 Wateh d him from the King,” ' 2057 
| took him warm, he pd with lifted Brow ug 1 
Confeſs d high 'Thoughr ahd'trihph'd in his: Mein: « 0 
] dae Dagger in bis Heart. 715 y "IR  _- 
"Tis late, refreſh — with Sleep, Mandane. 
a Mandan 5 

So, tis refolv'd, if Myron dares att is p _ 
55 black a Crime, it juſtifies the Bou, | 
He dies, and my poor Brother's Ghoſt ſhall Ale vv 
This Way he bends Bis Steps, 1 Hate his Sight, Sed 216 29 
And ſhall, till Deatvhas made it tovely toe! 114 1 i, 

T7 got 1: 13 97! Th HH: f 
e % pee ee, eg 


mh r. Oh. c this Paſſion like a We chives me, 


With giddy, rapid Motion round and round, 
I know not >, ou and draws in amy Sout! an 
L reaſon much; but teafen'abvut her; za 
And where he is, allReafon dies before her, 


2 


oF "= 
* 


* 


% HN 4 


4104 
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And Arguments but tell me, Lam 3 'T 


So black the Ni 8 if no Star e er ſuone 
In all the wide nſe; the Lightning's Fla 
But ſhews the Dar els, and the burſting Clouds 


n 0 
way 1 5% 
/ b & * * 


E $7 
+4 


With Pealsof Thunder ſtem to rock the Land: ik ba 


Not Beaſts of Prey date now from Shelter wan, 


But howl in Deng, and make the Foreff | a, 118. caſt 


What then am 1? 4 Monſter yet more felt.” | 
Than haunts the Wilds.—F am, and e 


My Breaſt is darker than this dreadful Night, * 37 


And feels a fiercer Fempeſt rage within 4 250 


I muſt—I will this leads me de her Chamber —— 
Did not the Raven croax 7 wor 
Aul. I hear her nor Mt ol 


doll 


14 5 
144 + 

4 
3 4 


ber ——— Tis FP"; 


N. 


Myr. e din Tak yi = F 
Awake, ye Futies, Fare wanti nn D000 


O finiſh me in Ill; O take me who 
Or, Gods, ee 1 „ without PN 
Nor leave me thus at Variance with myſelf ; 


£471 £< © $ 
. 1 


1 


40 rs 


4 


Let me not thus be daſh'd from Side . 
The old Man wept at parting, kneel'd before . 
8 in me, 3 Care, Mn | 
long lines fav'd my Life . u | 
Is guilty of the FaQ, here let 72 ene N 

And 4 groan for eyer in t he Duſt, . "iy i git " 4 5 90 
And float the marble Pavement 1 Tea 
Than riſe into a Monſter. i 4 f down. * 


| Mandane paſſing at a nas toa Servant: 


| Mand. Welt obere m 55 = 
Before the riüng Sun, my Lon Pa N e . 
To.ſeal our Vows, the holy Prieſt E es , 
Watch to receive them at the weſtern Gate | 
And privately conduct them to my Chamber. e 
Myr. _ ting up] Oh, Torment! e and . 
3 eexpedts him! K 
With open nA Am I caſt out for ever, 1 EET | 
For ever muſt deſpair, unleſs I ſnatch . 0 bg va ” 1 
| The preſent Moment? She is all prepar d, Fg 
Her Wiſhes „and her Heart on Fi rel... bis 
That a, hought ſweeps Hearn and v 
| ore it, 


| And lays all open · to the Prince of Egypt "XY 
Born to xj whuevr be deſires, 2 
And fling Fear, An ſh, and Remorſe behind un, 
I ſee ber N refs, ber flowing Hair, 
Her ſlackend Boſom, her relenting We oP 
All the forbidding Forms of Day-flung MW 3 
For yielding Softneſs—oh, Tm all Confuſion l. COT INNS. 
| ſhiver in each Joint! ab! ſhe was made 
To juſtify the blackeſt Crimes, and gild A 
Ruin and, Death with her deſtruRtive. Charme. 7 
Aul.. You'll force her then? CASES: oe fowl 
| Myr. Thou Villain, but to think it. gas "_ a wa 
Na,, III ſollicit her with all my Pow'r,.. ak Y 
Conqueſt and Crowns ſhall farkle in her See. 
If ſhe conſent, thy n bleſs d indeed, n 4 Lee 
Tae a 100 wy move FORE a N 20 Gn 


4 . 9 7 
* ** # 91519 wo” 1 „n 6 
o 


x . N 0 " 
43 þ 3 
* 


— 
* 


\ $4 44) 
9 


Eng of E G. 
It ds refit, EIl put en Eyd to Pei, 


And lay my breathleſs Body at her Feet. i 
Mandane poſing at a Diftance to to Ber que, dure 


ne 


Mand. Is this well done, a Lond? 
Myr. Condemn me not ta Ion 256 
Before you hear me; let this Poſture tell you, | Laue 
I'm not ſo guilty as perhaps your Fears. 
Your commendable, modeſt Fears ſuſpect: 


Nay, do not go; you know not what you do $4 A 6; 
I Ewou'd receive a Favour, not conſtrain it: 
Return, or good Miaanor, beſt of Fathers 2 , 


Shall charge you with the Murder of his Friend. 
Mand. And dare you then mori that. faced 


Name, | * 08 
And yet perſiſt! were you bis mortal Poe, 4 
What cou'd your Malice more:? 7 3 6 BL 
Myr. Oh, fair Mandane!  — anton 
I know my Fault, I know your Virtue too; / 25] e | 
But ſuch the Violence-of my Niſorder, 6 an 2 


That I dare tempt even you: methinks that Gf 

Has ſomething lovely, which proclaims your — 

But touch me with your Hand, I die with Bliſs. 

Why ſwells your Eye? By Heay' u, I'd rather ſee 

All Nature mourn, than you let fall a Tear. 

I own I'm mad, but I am mad of Love * 

You can't. condemn me more, than Loren. acuh 8] 

In that we are agreed ; agree in al. 

Condemn, but pity me; — ww but yield; £11252 th. 

For oh, I burn, 7 rave, I die with Lovel | 
Mand Oh, Sir! | 47 BA, 
Myr. Nay, do not weep ſo, it will kill me z- rs 

This Moment, while T fpeak, my Eyes are N 


I cannot ſee thee, and wy.trembling Lim s 
Refuſe to bear their Weight; al ck of Li N is T 
Is that I love; if Love was in our Power, | . 


The Fault were mine, fince not, you muſt rh. | 
How godlike, to beſtow more heav'nly Joys 
Than you can think, and I ſupport — 2 


* 


2553 — 
— — — - — ' — , ;! ¶⁰ů⁰ mv * 6d 


HE 7 "Wh a | 
|  _Mand. Oh, how can you abuſe your ſacred Reaſon, LY 
That particle of Heav'n, that Soul of Four, | 


_ 


be dies Mes 
Aul. No, firſt aby then Murder 3 NES. 


p oy . Mat 2. 
Nee | \ 
ir * 


Io varniſh o. er and paiat ſo black a. Crime [ 3 
_ Ah. What ſays Mandine 2 1 | : 

_ Mand. Sir, obſerve me, | 
My burſting Sighs, r Tears, un 
Your noble Nature has with pity ſeen $1501 / {es 
But would they not work deepet in your Soul; 17a 
Were you convinc'd my Sorrows flow for you Y | 


Por you, my Lord, they flow, for J am Safe, 


(I know you are ſurpriz d) they flow for you?” 

- Myron, my Fatber's Friend, my Prince, my Gueſt yew 
Myron, my guardian God, attempts m , 5 ttt 13. 
And need I further Reaſon for theſe E Lotte 
Nuture affords no Object of concern ah 
Fo great, as to behold a generous Mind, 

| Driv'n by a ſudden guſt, and daſh'd on Gail — e 
Tis baſe; you R not; tis im +3 
You cannot——make Nece your Choice 3 
Nor let one Moment of deſeated Guilt. & 7 
Of fruitleſs Baſeneſs, overthrow the Glory, 
Your whole IIlaſtrious Life has dear . Lint] 


In toilſome Murcher'nnd in Fields of Blood. A 


Euer Auletes 50} Servants * ; 


| Jul My Lors;: .your Life's beſet ; the nee a 
Is throng d with Ruſfians which but wait the Signal! 10 


. To ruſh, and ſheath their Daggers in your Heart. 
_ Myr. Betray d eurſt Sorcerels, it V u Plot 40 5 


Concerted by them all to take my Life, 
And this the Bait 0 rempt me to the foil. 


Truſt to my Conduct, and you ſtill are __ 


They all ace malk'd, I have my Vizor too, 0 
But time is ſhort: ſot once conſide in me, 
You, Sir, tot Safety, fly to your Apartment; 05 thePrineel 


Tou bear 34 andene to her NING 05 en. 


#4 
S *43 


8 


Kitz of EG TFE 5 
Speed ta che gouchem Gate, and burſt is open „ 
(4s the Servants "Movie IN yu on [the final 
NA FE Ut An $7 W ** 8 
131647 is | lt wel 
| Enter Rainer nd Chſpiaters maſt. . v8 
Kitz Vin meal md a ya bib 0 
Rem The: Villain ifled ? perdition i interceps' him! 
Diſperſes fly ſeverab ways, letiexth Man beg V 
A fteady point well leb eld at his Heart; % „ 
If 2 — NN I e * 
May he for ever Triumpmn 577: | L 
1592 gon an 2 448 richt Und i 394 112 
Hs 9 paſs the ſtage in Confuſion, Auletes _ The 4 
among thim. in of e 1220-08 
HF hs | "Ry TEL 8 Fai TH 1 NA. 5 
Aul. He-!: why halt ybu! DUE STEELE wit ied _ 
Purſue, purſue ; c'en now F as the Monſter, . 
The Villain Myron, with theſe Eyes I ſaw . 50 
Bearing hi ee Weſtern Gate: FRIEGSL 
There, thierm ĩt burſt. OY. i | 
All. Away, purſue," 4? uh l 1 = 2: > 3 A 
Aul) Tis done! (uon. 
Advance ren and all is ſafe ; 


* by 


% 


ITO aud w your Liver defend the Paſs,” J Err. 5 
No 8 HD * 4 
N ? 

5 Enter Myron. a : 

D . Kren tte und e III 1 en RUYTED 


Myr. I ſhall ax leaſt have time bor Vengeance on . 
17 5 ou " 40 not if I die. — 5 
eir Swo ointed at my tis well! 
But I will e excufs ſor Murder; (a 
Such, fuck a Cauſe - off Love; and” ſoft e 
Harden each Sinetv of my Heart to Steel: Fa 
Pl! do, what done will ſhock myſelf, and thoſe, 
Whom time ſets fartheſt frota this en, Hour." 8 


ot: #34 $: A t 31 Yiwu] ESTY 96 7 133 1 
2 Euer Mundane, foreed in b Aulees. 1 19H 
Sin al ei itt n n 6 1 


Mand: y all the Pow r that can Revenge a falſehood, 


in innocent * Rade. 00 
1 81 hs yr. 


44: 8 R 7 6. 7 


pw mw "orgs ye ue urge bere in Arms 1 
| Mand, Ah let my Life ſffice you for the Nog 
You charge upon me! Oh my Royal Maſter! - 

My ſaſety from all Ill my great Defender! 

Or did my Father but inſu 8 Tears, 

And gire me to your. Care to ſuffer Wrong ; r wie | 
Kill me, but not your Friend, but not my — 0 
He loves us both, and my ſevere Diſtr eiu 6 

Will ſcarce more deeply Wound him than your Gall. 1 
| Myron Walks paſſionately at a Diſtance. 
Mos Slaves are on worn _—_— ime! 1 45 — 
; voice, $117 n K . 7 - 
And — her to my Chaniber.". ay 1 | 
. . © Mand. Oh Sir! 0 — 1 

Behold my Tears — here will I fix for eher—— 
II claſp your Feet and grow into the _ 
O cut me, hew me, — give to every 


A een e buns wy ſp th We, 15 
IA 


22 Fame - you wound to 
— thro' aſl time my Memory will Bleed. 
Ayr. Diſtraction all the pains 2 on b 


. Servants firce im Mandane! 
Mand. Oh Memnon oh my Lord I—my Liſe - 
Where art thou? | | (She is borne off. 


. . preſs fudden Paſſon and Surprize, flands a 
| e r r rect r ag 
Myr. b Wok yy 75 | 
My Paſſions up to this unheard of Crime, 1 il 
As if the Gods defign'd it de n then - cue 
Their Fault, not m- Aebi ſaid ſhe not 2 —. 
My Heart began to ſtagger, but tis over ]ĩx:ͤ 
Heav'n blaſt me if. I thought it poſſible 91 03535 
I could be ftill more curſt that hated Dog, 
Her Lord, ber Life l thank her for my Cure 
Of all Remorſe and Pity : this has left me 
Without a Check, and thrown the looſen'd Reins 
Dy wild Paſſion to ruſh. bead- dong on z 12 29 * 


"King of EO PPT. ' 

And in ker ihr wasch a double Fire 
The blended Rage of — — and of lere 4/771 

Deſtruction full of Traniport i lo L com. 4 

7 the Wing to meet my certain ere 

I kngwithe Danger; and I know che Shame; b 
But ke our Phoenix, ih fo rich a Flame { 197] 
I plunge Triumphant my devoted Head, 
And on Death in that luxurious Bed. 


PL CPL OCR | nN 75 | Tbs 


N 9891 n rer 
Ac r. M 8 C. N ER. 1. 


2 n. 2 tte id zi min ett en rn WV 
Enter Myron in the utmoſt Diſorder bare headed wwith- 
out Light, 2 e. mn all difturbedly: ee * Nn 


3 


Myr. Enceſoth let no Man truſt the ard falſe bey 


Of 3 —— N 
Whoſe ſteep Deſcent in laſt * 5.0 ET '2 — 
How fat am I plung d don beyond all T "WO 2 
Which I this Evening fram d but beit a mo! 1915 
Conſuminate Horror! Guilt beyond a Name! 5 
Dare not, my Soul, Repent; in thee Repentance 2 
Were ſecond Guilt, and thou blaſphem'f juſt Haves, 
By 1 Mercy. Ahl my Pain will — Sn. 
When Gods want Pow'r . e. * den. 2 
Riſe never mote, O Sun! let Night pr 
Eternal Darkneſs cloſe the World's walls "Leen, 
And hide me from. Nicaner and FREE” bas! wy 5 


Who's there 8 ae 
11 42 162 nnd 63 £82 140 18 * 
E My ns DG UP 13nd a 1g e 
A4 Guard your Life y an | 
The Houſe is rowe?d3- the eee 22/4 be 0A 
The gilded Ta dart from Room to Rooms © © 
Solemn Confuſion and a trembling Haſtee 
Mirxt with — * — every F by” 2 12 Pa 


C34 72 


8 ; * 4 
| Enter Auleres A „, 


0 She ſobs 
| And ſends her Maids in agonies away. Nn 23 ng OR. . 


wk 6 * 15 1 
W 

> $I - & 6 

» wy 


FRE” 8 
ee * 


810 857 Rx „ 

And cut hel P thro' them tothe Gate 9. HHN 

Barde — „ 1 ; 
evenge panting ar your 4] 50 

Myr. Mh. det them come: let insthe taging Torrent: 
-Iwith the; Wild would:riſe im Arme me, 1 
For | muſt die, asd I would die in State wo 5% 208 
r 0 end en ee nun 2 kalg 4 

Alerts Saree Servants: paſi the Stage in Tu- 

mult. Rameſes, Sc. purſue Myron guards over Lax 


cee ond ee Lum hem, 


Where's. ; Want N pin al r e 
975 Ti, s at bay 1 . 
We can no more how ſhut him from Eſcape, 


Till further ſotes arrive. n 50 . NM hh ny 


E * 1 8 So FEY * 

r "x - : AY * 

* "of - 1 * 85 „ 
1 — 
8 . \ i ; 
7 Ss 1 2 
* . - 
: 4 5 
255 4 
* 4 


Ram. Oh my'\Sypbocer ! | e v 
© Op. This is « Grief, but not for W wad, 
Does the ſtill live? R 


Ram. . She: lives n "El biet 4 f ; 
Are they which. are mo: More! by ſtealth. 8 9 
Caſt on the Ground in mourning weeds ſhe hes 55 wok! 
Her torn and b oſen d Treſſes ſhade ber round 
Thro' which her Face all pale as ſhe were Bad 119 2 

Gleams like a ſickly Moon; n CE 
Fer words or Tears!: but ever and anon Do 97 #4 
fter a ns OY (tall; inſidious calm, 2907; Ne 
NN N all her Breath, long, long pee. ) 4 £901 T 

er Sul out in a le Sheng Gran, 
So fad, it, beaks 2 Heart of all that hear, . ER 


Hp. Oh Tale tan mournful to be thought ol) 
Ram. Hold f 
No, let her Virgins weep; forbear, Syphoces, 7 | 
Tear out an Eye, but damp not our Revenge; 3 : 
Diſpatch your Letters; I'll go.comfort herr 
. (4 Servant {peaks afide to Rae e Syphocs 
And has * n commanded r ber. 
I 'm ſorry for it, but I cannot blame her. 
Such is > dreadful Ill, that it convert: ns 133900 
All offer d Cure into a ne Diſeaſe + 3 
It ſhuns, gur Love, and Comfort Sener Beis 2 
bees — 


47 M1 a 


1 LY ** * * * 
Pee! 


i * N 4 $ - N * 4 0 4 
PTR "BET FY 14 * 
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e Forer. 


0 |, Reeneer, Seba. ae 16:6 4 _— pl 


285 your wy A ers es Ja 233. FI 

B wg its. Channel, overſwel 

ö Eule him e the . 
2 And is he, then return'd 7 I tr We | 

I ſee his white Head rolling in the duſt. | 
But N it is our n to receive bins, 


x 8. 
1 23 


84 5 = #1 
Eater U, e 200 Halt T 


% 1? „ ner 180 159 
Mor. "T6 kak pid of; which lam: 15 E 101 
A Pain, an Apguild, which, he. honglt not 4 
Alone ieee 2 ul 
That I who ſtabb d the very Heart of Nature;  . 1 
Should have ſurviving aught of Man about e226 ä 
And yet I know not how, of Gratitudde 
2 Friendſhip {ti the ſtubborn ſparks ſurvive, ... a 
Wiedner Torments pierce my Soul. 
Cee ke my return d. * ; (Sqargiag- | 


\ 


» 


IP : 1 ww» 
241 3 > #3% Nie : {1 58 . 


e Nicanor. 
Nic. M 7 Prince 


(dduancing to eme, 
Myr. My Friend —— 


ta a eite Faces 
Nic. 1 interrupt You, Sir. 


Myr. I had thee there: wit (Smiting bir breaſt. > 


Before thou cam'ſt,, my choughts we were > baud auen e 
Nic. Oh Sir, you are too 


Myr. Death! Tortures ! Hell! 


Me. What ſays my Prince? 925 18 © 
Myr. A ſudden Pain, Ry ul 
To which Pm ſubject, ſtruck acroſs my e, r 
'Tis pafi, I'm well again. es ne 
Mic. Heav'n — ph your Health. 41 £4; 211 


Myr. Do'ſt thou then wiſh it?? On 47 
Nic. Am] then diſtruſted? 


Then when I fay'd your Life, 1 G4 the leaft 
I &er r would do to ſerve you. 


A — e n 
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. Away, away, away. 


2 | "a. N „ — 4 
I n N * Fw — 3 9 » 2 "> 4 
* 13 * 7 9 * * A 
, hg r * n G Is 
2 . F * - 7 - 1 2 2% * * 8 Ak. 5 7 *, — 
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. 7+ 6 8 7 25 4 1s 
Myr. Nie Man! 


Nic What have I done, my Prince which » way offend 
my bee Fern n been . | 73 


2 . 
(Takes him by the Hand. 


Has not 8 Life, 
Mic. By Heav'r n Tm wrong d, 


el | 
| ah Im Polſon and Deſtruction, curſe thy Gods,. 
III kill thee in Compaſſion bh my Brain! 


Nic. Do, kill me, Prince 
You ſhall not go, I do demand the Cauſe, 
Which has put forth thy Hand againſt thy Father! 
For thus Provo d, PI 0 myſelf th the Juſlice, IEP 
To tell thee, Youth; chat F deferve 44 Name, | 
by have thy Parents lov'd thee more than I. 


Jr. 1 hear ther; they are on_me.7-looſe £22 


ori | [wil plant my Dagger in thy Br 
* "Nic. Your f needleſs = 10 tefül Boy {- 
Mr. * me, en n my Sou for thee. 
# il; I A bes 21%  (Embraces. 
apud | t nenne 


4 he i is pt + wt; Auletes meets bim, and 2. to him afide 
What, no, eſcape on every ſide inclos'd [ 


. I reſolve to periſh by his Hand; 


Tis juſt I ſhould, and meaner Death 1 orn. 
But how to work bim to my Fate, to 70. 
His Paſſion up fo high, will be a taſk 

To me ſevere, as di cult and ſtrange. 
Support me, eruel heart, it muſt be debe“ 

Nic. Now, from my very Soul, 1 tel” 

But tis enchantment all; for things fo ftrange - 
* Have happen d, | might . diſtruſt my wh oh 
But if mine Eyes are true, I plainly read I” 
A Heart in Juin, and 1 wi 
Your Grief is juſt. = was inhuman in you, —» 
But tell the Cauſe, unravel, from the Bottom, 
The myſtery that has embroil'd our Loves, 

For ſtill, my Prince, I love fince you Repent) 
What accident depriv'd me of y Friend, | 
And oft you'to yourſelf ? 
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confeſs | | =P 2 


Mr. 
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; 49 1 


A Thomond fats. 7 0/1 nevin N ih 
ic. Ban my. Robf? 9 4 7 mo A ; 
Myr. Beneath A N wc RR 
Thou art a IT yior. Guard und, thy et, oud Tree. 
Mie. Diiratiat | 


Traitor |—+Fos anding by your. Father's Thrones 
And ſtemming the wild Stream that roars againſt it 
Of Rebel bee, and of foreign Foes ? 10 
For trainin r 13 
For ee out er 09 ET 
A raking ee re 2 K 
The noble ardors 5 A ente Goa? | | 
Farewel, I dare not truſt my MM more. pott 
Ar. e venerable : 


Enter Rameſes 


„ Hal mY 
| 1825 turn, ntphene, 151 
r 1 8 * up Put t y binder him 
He aſſautts t Fr, Newn 45 
u. Teber — 
Mie. am 
Your ould on. e 
Ram. z dis my. awn ew: 7 
Unleſs, Sir, you 1 a 
Nic. Thy Sword againſt e . 
Ram. A Villain. "al As * 5 * 
Nic. Hold. PI 11 8 15 r 
Kam. ee Vilas © 1 ale Fae? 
Mic. Tis too much. 0 r 


ul LAY T5 


„ 1 E 


Ram. Oh, Father ! 
Nic. What bare: Dpremg ws 6-2 
Ram. Sir, your Davy OR 
Nic. Rightly tho ught; 
dhe beſt can abort de ws att EP IF 
Call, call, Mandane ; to behold” my. Child 
Wou'd chear me.in the Agonies of 18 
Call her, Rameſes— am I ee 

SIE Oh, Sr! e 1 Sp 2 . % ; 


» 133 ur z 


| * "#945 4 0 =: 
„ F-oOs What mean thoſe Tranſports of Concern? © 
_ * Ram. Though I'm an out-caft from! your Love, [ "IP 
Tv open your black Scene of Mi 
"Wie: Where will this end f On iny forebe 
__ Heart! 55 
Nan. Sbould be, ere a A a 
Tou gave with Eyes your Soufs 2 
l rt fe laſt . _— 
© Gloomy and readful ag” is ſtormy Night, 
Ruſh on yott Child, your Comfort, your Maine, 
All ſweet and lovely the blutfing ortt,” 

Seixe her by Force, now frembling, rute, , 
Proſtrate in Anyuiſh, teati X 457 
Imploring, fhriekmg to the ark you. 5 
Oh hold Bhi jk ge wal hk: hw. 


x The back Scene opens. A darken'd Chamber, a Bed go 
the Curtains drawn. Women paſs, aut wegn; e 
Nicanor "falls back en Ramples. Ws nb 


A. 580 7 n 257 0 


„ Nic dur paſfble — cut! Nee only 
aughter — — 
The Growth of my own Life! that ſweeten'd Age 
And Pain! —— Oh Nature blends Wl within me ! 
Mand. Weep not, my 5 N car uſeleſs Tex ears, 


N 


85 . 
Eindnefs is 3 away upon Def 
And but provokes the. ow i EY 
MWMic. ATR me fobwieds... 1 5 
Mand. Moſt unwelcome News! ll, Fo, 
Is he return'd? the Gods ſu tome Father, | wy 
I now to milk he f. = 
Nic. There, there ſhe pierc'd the very cyt Nerye: ; 
She pities me, dear Babe, lhe pities mer 
Throu h all the raging Tortures of her Sou 
She feels my Pain! but hold my Heart owe, 


Then burſt at once, "I e 4 Ae 5 AY 
[Goes to 


Put Myron from ory 
Mand. Seveteff Fate 

Has done its worft. = Ive PRA 17 Tacker. Tea 
Nic. Forbear to calf me by that tender e 

Since I can t help thee, 1 TP fain forget 


4 * 


bY . \ 
* 
5 % *.3 


Then 


—_ 


King e E KGnhr. 


| Thou ant A Part uf m e L-It only" aback 
$? Tok Fans, eee e 73 
Ob ſpare me, my Ah,; b behdid theses 
In ſuch Exceſs of S CO N 
And I ſhall de and leave 'thes eee 
Mand. Oh, Sir, there ate — welt 
W can bear the Light and well og 
Suſferer !. But this MHH ien 7 
Has made Ne VieWge; 860 ganas OY 
VU e at 2890 Lenne? 


3 
drr 


= * 


n lubasn 5 eee. 5 
a 4990 ee en 115790 ] e wad vi2 To "ES 
Pitts Es ; 25%, 2 Tp 7 25 $5: Cx 


Spb. And does this move you oy this * dow 

And pour you out in Sorrow ? Si 7 | 

Ere Memnon comes; he comes with Ch Che | 
* No | 2 6: 


And beating Heart, to beat & Bride * 
And Vick bis Fate; how dreadfu 

Kan. The melancholy Scene at [ng begins, 
Enter Memnon. 


Ne Ob, pb mee 413 23 tr N 1 
To yield to re and indulge nl 
My Friend f my Brother ! oh the 
That fires my Veins, and dances dt my Heart! | „„ 
You love we wot von refuſe te en 4 
In all the juſt Extravagance, and r T9 6e 305 4 
of boundleſs wee eV on this happy Hour 


re: * Bis, my durch Bride? 3 
of cal, 88 os kafte, ts Pk huts a, . 
fi * e = 

- to bim x TR, gh TS 

W 72 Heavy u leanngt. | "tt l. 

ber. can this mean? OR 

N50 33 | = 
3. 21 Sk ay; R E 5 1 
- Mem. By l the 4 4 trot with their 155 1 
hou 9 c 2 9 = 
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BUS 


6 9 
5 \ 7 


1E TS. PA 


And nn their Wanne 3 me: 


By Friendfhip's ſacred Name; L charge you, 
[They 14 4 on him with the utmoſt. Concern, 
different, Sides 


ſpeak. - 10 
ad ge u 
of- the Stage. down "1 


on 
Was ever Man thus left to dreadful Thought, dt bat 
And all the Horrors of a black Surmiſe t iy bn * 


What Woe is this too big to be expre 


dt „ 


Oh my ſad Heart! why bod'ſt hou ſo ſeverely 75 1 
Lifes in Danger !- there indeed; elfi vn 


Mandane 8 


Fortune, I fear thee 


Her Virtues, 


make thee 
But for my Love, how I cou 


Enter a Servant, and giv 


ſill;/-her Beauties arm the, 
dreadful to my Thought ;,;./ . 


Id laugh at Fate 
per. He Reads. 


Enter Rameſes, Memnon Tun, ang fallen Ram. 


Row Frome: happy 


W 


ir bis, Soul a e el cum. 
pag, be merciful. in this 


His Lids begin to. n 8 125 A 
Mem. Di BREE feel my Pangs, you'd pity: = | 


_ Faintin 
This way Ma 


2 a tit age, wat 78 
err ak , 


1230 2 7177 
Eurer Syphoces. - 


3 ch 
* ſeeks the. freſher Air: 


ſion of her Gris, 


Let us withdraw; twill, Ane bebe 


And moſt of all by you 
Men. W 
Judge, and am convinc 

I — 


[4s eke le 1 2 3 1 both 
art 7 3 be 22 Memnon . bim 


he 


. 


een 


r embracing 2 


tries to diſengage, be 


EY 
Bim, be takes ber paſſionately in his Arms. 


% Per mitting, 


continue ſpeechleſs and mationleſs fame Tine. 
Ram. Was ever mournful Interview.like this 7 


See how they writhe with. 


Anguiſh ! hear — . 


—y—ꝛ Wen Woe run trickling down, 


; n : een p _ - "tt 5 
bh - * n F * * — IJ, * CT we „ * n. * 
R * rn mmen En ee ee Aa 
* hh . a by — * * 7 - 
G ** : N * ＋ * 7 4 
5 Y 


As from 4 Abtes Naben thinks, 45 | 5 

Their Words, lay the er Deſpair: - | 
Ts Oh my Mandaze ! - ax 9143 3 Ft * F941 3 wah 3 

But one Moment me 15 

4 22 — follnwing, Rameſes bold . 
Riba: Brother 22-4 2 
Mem Forgive me 

Your tro ae 4/5 13 4 

Look there. | {Pann fr br 


Ram. 


Men. 
My Heart is burſting. 
Nam. With — 


Mem. And Love. 

Ram. Revenge. 

Mem. One — 'ewill edge my Sword. 

Syph. No, Memnon, if our Swords now want an edge, 
The 'll want for ever; to this Spot I charm thee; 
By the dread Words, Revenge and Liberty!) 
This is the Crifis of our Fates, this Moment 
The guardian Gods of Egypt hover o'er us, 
They watch to ſee us act like prudent Men, 
And out of Ills extract our Happineſs. 
My Friends, theſe dire Calamities, like Poiſon, 
May have their wholeſome Uſe ! this fad Occaion, 
If. d artfully revives/our OO 8 
It gives Vicanor to our ſinling „ 

And ſtill the Tyrant ſhakes. 
Ram. My Father comes | 
Or ſnatch this Moment, oe deſpair fo ven os 

While Paſſions glow, the Heart like heated Steel, 
Takes each Impreſſion, and is work d at Pleaſure. _. 


Enter Nicanor. 


Nic. Whykhave theGodschoſe out weakeſt Hours 4 
To ſet their Terrors in array againſt me? | 
This wou'd beat down the Vigour of my Youth, | : 
Much more grey Haits, and Life worn down ſo low. 
Vain Man ! to be ſo fond of breathing long, 

And ſpinning out a Thread of Miſery. 

The longer Life tho f choice of au; 


„e 


FRY s 


4 the * „— dtd, gig 
# * ty  * & hat” 3 
\ W's K Ll 
+ * 
N 


* 


The happieſt Man lis but a. wretched Thing. won ad 
That ſteals pb Comfort from go i wibdtT' 
What then am I? here will It me dow, _—_ 
Brood Oer my Cares, and thin myſelf 16 Death. | 
Draw near, Rameſes; I was raſwerewhile; oi). 2.6 10 
And chid thee: out cauſe — Ho many Years | 
Have I been cas d in Steel? oo ooo nn”, 
Kam. Full threeſcore Vears 80 1 9 
Have chang the Seaſons &'er your bee bon, 
And ſeen your Fauchion dy d in hoſtibe Blood. 
Nic. How many Triumphs ſince zhe — 
Ram. They number jull your Battles, one for one. 
Mic. True; I have fallowed the rough r * 
With ſome Succeſs, and can without a Bluſh 
Review the ſhaken. Fort, and £ Plain. 
I have thought Pain a Pleaſure, Fhirt and Teil 
Bleſt Objects of Ambition; I remember, NY 
Nor do my 1 Fon « 
When the barb'd Arrom from my ns high 163 
Was wrench'd with Labour, 1 Aeg d 7 1 me 4 
. Becauſe I ſuffered fur Buſiris Bake. 
Ram. The rg 194 not to blame. 
Nic. Is not the Prince his B01? 


Ram. But in himſelf ————— Te RT 3 
Nic. And has he loſt his Quilt, age def 
Cauſe he has injurid me: — 
Was kindled at his Name. Didft 4 not tell me: 
A ſhameful black Deſign on poor Amelia P ; : 
Oh Memnon ! what a „ esp Race is this; : | 
To make the Gods a 7 in owe Canle, | 
And draw down on us?? 9 047 
Mem. He that ſupports them | - 
In ſuch black Crimes, is Sharer of their Guilt. 
Nic. Point out the Man, and with theſe wither'd Hands 
Fd fly upon bis Throat, cho he enn Nerz 
Within the Circle of Bafiris Arms. 
Ram. He that prevents it not wb bis W 
. Supporiathem.in their Courſe RY _ 7 
And you are he. + ue 
09 Ln S. ĩͤ V7 n 
Syp e Army's yours. 
I've ſounded "wy Chief; but wave your r Finger, 


Thou- 


rn 7. * 
* 


. WT 8 * * a! Wh of * q 8 * I N * „ _ . * 
* SITY 5 N 5 a oF | as. * 7 hs 3.4% od tbo Wee _— 7 
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Thouſands fall off. the "Tyrant, Side, ul have bin: | 


Naked of , ndofien to-JJefruttion, . ed bot) 53176 
But Ei > Fander 8 Bube, 14 


Or lop'a phant, the Werk is done 

4 What. wou'd you have .d 
Men Let not yaur Heart x 

Fly off — own. Thought, 

| Reſen your s Sufferings.a8 your OWN: 

generous Goulet ce Home. 
But ſpreads itſelf abeoad oer all the Pubück, 
And feels for every Member of the ogy 
What have we ſon's for twenty rollin 


2 F 


741 1 5 1. 
+ 4 4 
| been 8 


fl. 5 


But one lon L of Blood! or, e n 


Throng d 


forth — oy 


And free-born Men ona ! ſhall half A Mane 
Be doom'd to curſe the Moment of their Birth? 


Shall all the Mother's:Fondgeſs be employ'd 
To rear them up to Bondage, give them Streng 
To bear Afflictions, and ſupport their Chains 


$9h. To.you the valiant outh moſt. oa, 


4 254857 44 Raw 


- And that Nature's the vigorgus Nerve, 
And v6 x Port de 0 1 the 1 ; 
And take your great 
May not be forced b 


To . Toils, to labo 
To wither in a loath'd . Tue 3 
At an inglorious Diſtance from the Foe. - - py 
To you Amelia lifts nnn. ane 


Mem, To you—to y 
Nic. By Heav'n he cannot ſpeak 


Rife,— riſe, my ' Son ; -- riſe all; your work js done; 5 


They p theſe Creatures of my Sword, 


Have I not [> whole Armies vaulted oer en 


With fl flying Javelins, which ſhut out the Day, 


And fell in rattling Storms at my Command, 
To ſlay and bury proud Bufris' Foe?  - 
He lives and r for | have been bis Prad 


But I'll unmake him and 4 up the Ground, | As 


Where his proud Plc 


_ Aen. 


— ere 6 
op; we Ob, my Mandanei Ind: . Fab N 
The Gods by dreadful Means — Nl 
And in their V 3 bleſs: 0 2 ow” 
FOUR! Triymphs flow + / 
Atnkes the Blow) - 
igh 3 2 5 


Inſpires — Tumult — — clonded Throne, 
| Where ſilent, penſive, pale; ſhe fits alone, 
e all ane err rye a 


"ET, v. '$.CENE 2 2 


54 
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"SCENE, The l ts had? 


And: F760 


| — bY — | — ü — 1697 in — 
ren Dai on SA Nike. —— ue Diner | 
Buf. * Jakes the ,v Voice of War! tho" loud the | 


N faintly ſpeaks the Languag of my Heart: 
It whiſpers what I mein. But ſay, Auleterr, 
What urge thefe Horlorn Rebels in Excuſe een 
„„ e ee eee e 
Aul. Various their Genen Ma 
But ſome are loud, that while your ans Hand 
- Prefſes whole Millions with inceſſant Toil, 
5 8 fitter far for Beaſts than human Creatures) 
building Wonders for the World to gaze at, © 
Weeds are their Food, thier Cup the muddy Nile. 
= Do they not build fer me? let that reward them. 
Yes, Iwill build more Wonders to be gan dat, 
And temper all my Cement with their Blood, 
_ Whoſe Pains and Art reform'd the puzzPd A 7 
Thus drawing down the Sun to human Uſe, - 
And making him their Servant? who puſh'd off 
With mountain Dams the broad redundant oy, 
Deſtended from the Moon, and bid it wander 


A Stranger Stream in unaccuſtom'd Shores ? 


Wha 


Who from the Gang to the lens reigns ; 
But Virtues are 1 away to Arms} 
ri 


I call to Mind in ous Anceſtry, / .. 
Which, for ten t Shin ron Years renown'd, . 
| Shines up into Eternity it ſelf, 
nen ee Tb 25 drm. 
| e Memnon. 5 


| 
Aul. -The Rebel braves us. | 


| Buſ. Hold, let our Weapons thirſt, one Moment longer, 


And Death ſtand ſtill, till he receives my Nod 
Whom meet I in the Midſt of my own Realm, 
With bold Defiance on his Brow ? ig 
Mem, The Slave, 10 
Whom dread. Bufiris lately laid i in Chains, 
An Emblem of his. Country. 6 
Beſ. Is it thus | 
You thank my royal Bounty Bide ER a 
Mem. Thus you thank d 
The good Artexes, thus you thank'd my 8 


Buf. What I have ne, conchude moſt Right and lr. 


For I have done it, and the Gods alone 
Shall aſk me why : thou li ſt, altho they fell. 1 * 


And if they fell unjuſtly, greater Thanks. . 


Ate due from thee, whom even Injuſtice ſpar d. 
Mem. Thy Kindneſſes are Wrongs, they mean u hotl 
My 2 Soul, and ſteal it from Revenge. 
Thy Men back thine Eye, behold thy . aro hin - 
en are rarely ſprinkled o er the F . 5 
yet thou carry ſt Millions on thy Ton 
e. All thy blood-thirſty Sword has in Dathe 2 


Are on my Side, they come in bloody Swarm s, 


And throng my Banners; thy EN Crimes. 

Have made thee wen OPER my Victory. N 
Mem. Nay, ha not; Tytant; I an ſtamp ade. 
Mem. Nay, mp not, can: as. 

And raiſe as man N = ; 


Ba,. I weas @ LSTÞ e On ET i 
_ Mem. And Ia Sword. © 
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Mem. Secure your own: 
No more, Buſiris, bid the Sun . 5 
; Buſ. Buſiris and the Sun ere t ng 
If this Day's angry Gods ordain my Fate, © ale 1 
Know thou, I ee, ihr an 2 50305 
I bury thouſands in my 5 N 
And thou the firſt nba. "nk: in the Front of 5 
There thou ſhalt find me:. Ko 
. Mem. Thou ſhalt find me there - 8 
And have well paid that Gratitude I owe —[Exeunt. 
STE} 4 continued Arr, - 5 


| Buter Myron and Nieanor meeting. 


Mie. Does not mine Eye ſtrike Hor? thy Soul, 

And ſhake the Weapon from thy — Arm? 

Baſe Boy! the Foulneſs of thy Guile ee. thee” 
From my Reproach, I dare not name thy Crime. 
yr. Old Man, didſt thou ſtand 0 an | 
Ithen thaw ud be ang of quotes 

tremble at airs ince Pane” 
1 Has lent thoſe a . or 8 
—_— A loſs of Virtue on the blackeſt Crime, 1.4 7 
. Accutſt Rebellion! this gives ducky nan . JO 
MF With all its Rage, and Im ma Man again. 
Mic. Come on, and uſe that Force in Arm, 1 99505 

Pl howTefame'the Life I gaveſſo late [thee z ; 

Myr. I grieve _ haſt but Ralf a ibo eo lee, 


And doſt d my er my. Towch. * 
5 Thou moulderiſt | mto'Duft, and art for 


ane [Preparin to-Fr; 2 5 M foe. 
Ab 50 7 4 Gdst. wick e ö Myr op 

And n thou can'it not — IOPY *. 

In ſuch a Field, thot CT * 161 

Fame ſes, Men non, them to m Sword, by 

Suſtain d by. thoyſands ; but to fly om thee, | 8 

| From Wes wt infur d Man url be ry Fa. 

A And riſe above the Conqueſt of my Foas:” - lerne 
| Mic. Tu; not a Age, thi avenging Gods purkue 125 F. 
wit. 


* retires before _— thy * Aloud E. . 


ä N 
* 7 OE 4 
* TAS 
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King of EGYPT. gg 7 
s | F 1 . L Iv; 1 4 & 

WEED | BOY —— 1 
Enter Buſicis and Auletes in Pur ſuit. - 


Bi. Tis well, I like this Madnek of the Field: 8 k 
Let heighten'd Horrors, and a Waſte of Death "OY 7 
Inform the World Brit is in Arms. 12 


6/1 g g 
But then I 32010 of m Sword e | 
But then T N while ther oe by me, wh 0 
They cheat my Vengeance, and ſur vive in . 
Aul. I 2 the Paths of Death, 

And could not but from far behald your Plume 
Oer-ſhadow ogg er'd Heaps, while your bright Helm: 
Struck a diſtingui d Terror through the Field, . 
Y Hep Legions trembling as it E. 

: Think not a Crown ights opp Na, 
wy and i is deep in Fight. Forbi [its * 


whilſt 32, ris treads the ſan 

The foremoſt Spirit of his Hoſt ou d Y 3 

But by and beneath the Shade. _ 7 
Of this high brandiſh d Arm. Did'ſt thou Cer * | 
Sure tis an Art; I know not how to fear. 
Ii one of the few Things beyond my Power z, 
And if Death mult be fear d before tis felt. 
Thy Maſter is immortal. O Aal ee. | 
But while I ſpake, they live! 1 
Where fall the ſounding Cataracts of Mile, 6-40 
The Mountains tremble, and the Warerabail ;: 2 


Like them I'll ruſh, like them my Fury pour, : ; Jy os 3 5 
And give the future World one W i 1 r. 


8 4 
Enter 9 2, as 200 ; . Plume is fnitten 
| e, the Foe, and returns. he n. YI 


2 : When Death + ſonar, but dares not were 5 


8 wen d, a Kind of ee . 
ch to our ſelves our den Im ſhox M 
Faint ale ee e » c DEA 


There is one Cordial wou d revive me E ns : J 
The Sight . a en 1 dhe "ot .Y 
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9 "Ab * . 
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5 Mem. ww where's the Pines Ogre hin er 
A word? . 
- His tall white Plume, which like a' igh-wrought Foam 
PFloated on the tempeſtuous Stream of Fight. 
 * Shew'd whete he wept the Field ; 1 follow'd: ſwift, . 


ut wy NY tum hi him into Air Apo” 
an 37] Pew 4 narSy. 7 "Enter Myron ” | tne b yt g 2 


"BY git but now begins ! 


by, who art thou? 1 00 W 


Prince, I 6 


5 — No, — Pm Manidane bx 
Myr. Ha! 4 


Men, She's here, ſhe's here, he's mY ber Wron ad 
" Virtues! [striking his own Head and Breaft. 
Virtues and Wrongs ! thou wot than Murderer! 
Myr. 1 charge thee name ber not, forbear. the. Croat, [7 


With that ill- omen d Note. TAY | 
Mem. Mandane !© FF 
Myr. Be it ſo, e 
| When I reflect on her valn robe , 5 
1 aſt my n | i 10 „„ 
falſe ; ſhe meant, ſhe knew it not; ; Rameſa, \ 


Us, only he, nen hn of of che Thought, / 
"ew „Then I'm a Wretch indeed! 


Ip s fuch Il uſe. thee 

H cruſh thee like ſome Poiſon on the Earth, 
| 2 ſte and cleanſe me in the Blood of Men. 
"> thank thee for this Spirit, which exalts thee- 

"KY ws Fa ee not bluſh to meet. 

ow from my Soul, it ys me How as Wend, | 

And found alive; by Heav'n ſo much I hate tes, "© 
_F-fear'd that thou waſt deag, and had'ſt 3 

I drehch” my Sword in thy deteſted Blood, 
Or 3 * own. 


If us d aright, no trivia L. 


Or ſee the Day no more. | e. 
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King of * rr 
Men. Myron \ | lr els 4 PEAR 
S AA oc BUS og Trae f 
Men. N 3 * 24 
Myr. Hell! - 455 4, le 4 
Myr. Fae ow, and e . i 
Becauſe imbitter d to me by that Hand 
I moſt deteſt ; which gives my Soul an Earneſt 
Of vaſt-unfathomable Woes to come. 
That dreadful Dowry for my dreadful Love. | 
T leave the World my miſery's ple, Wert by = 
bes, — 


Enter Syrien w gu = * | 7 


S$yph. My Lord, I bring you moſt 3 News: 7Y 
As poor Mandane wander'd near the Field, 
In hope to ſee her Injuries reveng'd; 1 
Thoughtleſs of any Suff rings, but the paſt,” 


A Party of the Foe, ſaw, ſeiz d and. bore her off. | 8 


Mem. Vengeance, and Conqueſt nov are trivial Things + 
Love made their Prize | tis impious in my Soul. 
To entertain a Thought but of her Reſ eue. 
Now, now, I lunge i into the thickeſt War, Ne 
As ſome bold Diver from a Precipice 
Into mid Ocean, to regain a Gem, 

W hoſe Loſs impoveriſh'd Kings; — it det, 


e —— Prifoncr. , - 4 . ml 
Mand. A generous Foe will hear his Captive be. 


A Benefit thus kneeling 1 implore ; + 1 
Eet one of all thoſe Swords that glitter round OY 3 2 
Vouchſafe to e Point wirhin my Be = 


* -4 - 44 
” C5 
Buer -Memnone. i nf ts 


Meme Ab Villains! curſed Atheiſts! can yok ns | 
That Poſture from that Form? what, what are „ 


„ e eee e 
That "RE thus I quell a Hoſt of For” SOT 
W Fus 8 

ce her off, be ruſbes in upon them is taken. 
Po aac eee | 

| Their Lives but once—but ok! a thouſand Times ; 

5 e e e „ 


Enter Ranches, wounded. 


1 Far have I-waded in the bloody Field. 
Laborious through the ſtubborn Bands of War, 
And trac'd thee in a Labyrinth of Death; 

But thus to find thee 8 2 thee _ 
| Theſe Slaves will uſe thee ill. | 

Mem. Of that no more; 

Myron is dead, and by this Arm. j 

Ram. I thank thee, TY 

All my few S irits left exult with Joy, 
Tl chace and ſcourge him through the lower World. 

Mem. Alas thou bleed'ſt. 

Nan. Curſe on the Tyrant's Sword; ; 
L bleed ts Death. But could not —* the World: 
Without a laſt Embrace. Juſt now I met 
The poor Mandane. | 

Mem. Quickly ſpeak: What ſaid ſhe ?' 
Ram. Nothing of Comfort. Ceaſe to aſk-me farther; 
f you meet more, your meeting will be fad —— 
Your Arm, I faint Ah what is human Life ?. 
How like the DiaP's tardy moving Shade 
| Day after en eee 
I be cu Fugitive is ſwift b Stealth, 
Too ſubtle is the Movement to be ſ en 
ö r . 
are wel, I pity 105 [Dies. 
— dene Edi | 5 

Wou'd I cou d bear thee Company to Reſt} - 
But Life in all its Terrors ſtands before me, 
And ſhuts the Gate of Peace againſt my Wiſhes. — 
Do I not hear à Peal of diſtant Fhunder ? | 

And fee, a ſudden Darkneſs huts the Day, 

Aud quite blots out the Sun—but what's to me 


— 


Ling ef E G HP 63 
The Colour of the Sky ? a death - cod Dew 


A on my Brow ; and all my flacken'd "9h | 
- 


wn a Cauſe—a Groan, from whence ? 
? and no one near me? vain Deluſion! ——:: 
ern prog 9, W Wi 
More dreadful fure than all that's paſt. Mondanet - 
1 hop'd ſhe was at Peace, and paſt the Reach 
Of this ill News, but ſuch my wa Fate 

I cannot aſk a Curſe, but tis denyd me: 
And cou'd. : wiſh I ne'er ſhould ſee her more! 


4 « mm 
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be Mandane guarded. 


Mand. This is my Brother ; a thort Privaey, 
Is a ſmall Favour you may grant a Foe. 
Guard. Let it be ſhort, we may not wait your Leiden 
Mem. Tis wond'rous ſtrange, there's ſomething holds 
me from her, | 
And keeps this Foot faſt rooted to the Ground. 
This is the laſt Time I ſhall ever 
To me, ye Gods, confine your threaten'd Vengeance, | 
And 1 will bleſs your Mercies while | ſuffer. 


4 - 


DO and Mandane advence flewly to. the Pont of | 
| the Stage. 2 


Mand. What didit thou grapſes * 
Mem. For thy Peace. 5 
Mand. Twas Kind: 

But oh! thoſe Hands in Bonds deny the Reeg. 

For which they earneſtly were rais'd to Heaven. 
. Mem. I fear ſo. too; what we have yet to do. 

Muſt be ſoon done; this Meeting is our * 

How ſhall we uſe.it ?. 

__ Mand. How © conſult thy Chains, 

And my Calamities. f 3 | 
ry Sad Counſellors,. TREE n oP 

And cruel their Advice amines other "0 4183 4 
Mand-:1 look around—and find no > mon Hopes... 

. N ht of Horror and Deſpair ! | 

Of Horror and Deſpair indeed, Mandane |. 5 

Canſt t leo aig Wang 1, 


my 


f "a 
_ Myſelf? the laſt Thing that 1 wid d for was- tis alle. 
; The Weight of my Misfortune hurts my Mind. 


Talk not of dyin 


Long 


BUSIRIS, 


Mand. Was what? | 

Mem. 1 dare-not think, to think i is to look down | 
A Precipice ten thouſand Fathom deep, | 
That turns my Brain — Oh! oh ! 

Mand. Memnon, no more: 
That Silence, and thoſe Tears, need no explaining $74 
And it is kind with ſuch ſevere ReluQance- 28 
To think upon my Death tho' 

Mem. Ah hold! you plant a thouſand Dag bee, 

I diſfown the Thou K. 
Food is not Right, and Reaſon is not Rents, 
is Diſtraction when | look on thee. 


Oh all ye pitying Gods! daſh out from Nature. 


Your Stars, your Sun, but let Mandane liye. | 
AMand. No: Death long ſince was ee Refolve. 
Mem. Myron is dead. 

Mand. What Joy a Heart like mine 
Can feel, it feels had he been never ir born, a 
I might have liv'd———tis now- impoſſible. 

em. This even-to my. Miſeries | owe, 


That ic diſcovers greater Virtues ſtill, 


In her my Soul adores —— Oh, my Mandene ! 


Oh glorious Maid ! then thou wilt be at Peace — 


| Wr v walks thoughtfully, then returns. 
Muſt I furvive, and change thy Tenderneſs: 
For a = 17 and perpetual Chains 7 
oan on Earth, to fate theit Iialce, 0 
Then hol Þ flow Torments linger into * 0 11 
No Steel ro Lab e de 
Mand. Ha! 4" 


no-Wall to daſh wy Brain! 
Mem. Why thus fix d in Thought ? what key] Birth 
Islabouring in your Soul? your Eyes ſpeak Wonders. — . 
Mand. Will not the Blood-hounds be content re : 
Mem. Alas, Mandane ! No; they ſtudy Nature . 


To findout all her ſecret Seats of-Pain,. WE beg .novb3l + 


And carry killing to a dreadfub Art: , bd 5 8 iP 


A daple Death in Fey pt is for — 


Mand. 55 chen it muſt be ſo yy yer it cannot — - 


ol 7 | 


| wing f 26 BT. | 1 1 
Nam. What means this ſudden Paleneſs ? | & 85 . 
Mand. Heav'n aſſt me! , 

TTeeling in Fes Boſe, 2 | 
Mem. My Love! Mandane! hear mel my 3 
My deareſt Heart! the Infant of my Boſom ! f 
Whom I would foſter with my vital Blood. 
Mand. 'Tis well, and in Return I give . 
Mem. Millions of Thanks, thou Refuge in Deſpalr. - 
Mand. Terrible Kindneſs! horrid 835 Ob! 
I cannot give it thee. | MD 
| Mem. Full well I know © by hy | 
f * tender Soul, and I muſt force it from the. 9 
10 [As be is Ban "12 ber for the 8 


Wand Sn Lord! my Soul? my Far per you tear 2 

Art thou not dearer to m Eyes than Li cht? 

Do'ſt thou not circulate 1 * all my Vet, | 

Mingle with Life, and form my very Soul? | 
Mem. Now, Monſters! 1 defy you : Fate forbids © 3 

A long Fare wel, my guard may — | | 

And make your Favour vain. Thus, w_— thus. 

LE race. 


And now 
Mand. Ah, no: tee laſt I 1 ow thee thrice I raid 
Held, bis "A 
My trembling Arm, and thrice T let it fall, —— „„ 
If you refuſe Compaſſion to my Sex, „ 
Memnon betrays me, and is Myron Friend. Sts f 
As I a Poinard, you ſupply an Am — 
And I ſhall ſtill be happy in your Love. 
[After a Pauſe of Aftoniſhment, he finks gently LY 
on the Earth. v3 
| Mem. From dreadful, to more dreadful I am PIE A 
And find in deepeſt Anguith deeper -f= 8 : 
I can't complain in common wit 
But am a wretched Species all gray 
Muſt I not only loſe thee, but be curſt, 
To ſprinkle my own Hands with thy Life- blood? 
Mond. It cannot be avoided. 


Men. 
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5 y H id againſt thee as a Foe! eee 

3 | from thy very Father, 

And teach thy deareſt Friends to uſe thee well. 

Me KindneG kind, and ſoften all their Smiles? 0 

Oh, my Mandane ! thigk how I have jo d! - 

Oh, my Mangane/ think upon thy Pow'r! 

Ho often haſt thou ſeen me pale with Joy, 

And trembling at a Smile? and ſhall 1 __ 

MNMand Man.. F Tx 
[de that Memnon farts up ſuddeniy. 

Mem. Ab, hold! I charge thee, hold! One Glance 


| that Way _ 9 85 1 
The World turns round, n ſick to Death 


Oh. my Diſtraction] perfect Loſs of Thought! 
8 Aland Why ſtand you like a Statue? Are you dead? 
What do you fold ſo faſt within your Arms? 
_ Why 1 balls do you pierce the Ground? 
Rs eee 

Y $22W Four Lip, Es SIDE. 75. 
My Lord, if I have ſpent whole live-long Nights : 
In Tears, and figh'd away the Day in private, 
Only oppreſsd with an Exceſs of Love, | 

Oh, turn and ſpeak to me! A | 
Nen. And theſe, no Doubt. 
Are Arguments, that I ſhall draw thy Blood _— 

No Child was ever lull'dupon the Breaſt  - 
Wich half that Tenderneſs has melted from thee, 
And fell like Balm upon my wounded Soul. * 

And ſhall I murder thee? Yes, thus thus thus. 
| | - [Embracing ſome Time. 
Mand Alas! my Lord forgets we are to die 

*  -. [Memmnon gazes with Wonder on the Dagger 
Men. By Heav'n, I had, my Soul had took her Fhght 
In Bliſs why is not this our bridal Nay? © 


Mand. That Way Diſtraction lies. 

Mem. Indeed it doe. 3 

Both. Oh! Oh! Irv t bt 

Mand.- Thy Sighs and Groans are ſharper ar 
a Men. 


The Guard is on us. 
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Mem. Then it muſt be RIG 


"Tear, e- 7 1 


- 
4 1 nnn, wa 3? 


a 


Stab at the Fact of Hearn, ll hor ee 
Mand. Tis paſt, I am compos d. e 5 woe 5 
Mem. And now, and now. 0 1 
Mand. Be not ſo fearful, Eee 


Will pain my Heart — Indeed this will not hurt 9 


Mex. Oh, than halt dung wy Soul quite. thro! on 
thro | 

With thoſe kind Words; I had juſt ſteel'd my Breaſt, 8 
[Daſting down be 


And thou undo ſt it all] could not bear 


To _— Skin, en Wer fange, 85 
Man you're a oman, fomerbing more — 
Isa. berſef 
] ſhall not taſte of Heaven till vou arrive. {Dies. _ 
Mem. Struck home—and in her Heart - ſhe's dead 
already, 55 
And __ with me all Nature i 1s exp 
My lovely Bride, now we agaia are 8 2 
re , gain (bs bing 


And better Words p our nuptial Bow'r. 
Now every ko of Ambition,. 
Which lately with their various Gloſſes play'd - 

Upon my Brain, and fool'd my idle Heart, 

Are taken from me by a little Miſt, 

And all the World is vaniſh d. 2 Dies. 


- A March ſounded Enter Nicanor and Syphoces, vide- 2 


rious. ; 4 he Guard which were e 1 hh 


Nic. The Day's our own, the Per ans angry Paws. 
Have well « Doro this Morning's 2 olence, 

And turn id the deſperate Fortune of the Field 

By fore, tho late Relief. 


96. 
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poor 7s, 
53 + [Nicanor, Friend, 24 Bum 1 ood Th 
I from'the City bring you weleome Neu- g 
My guilty Letter from the amorous an r Hor 
I ſpread amongſt the Multitude; w Ra 90 
I ̃ beir Blood was warm with readin the Maack Scroll, | 
r, to yiew'the Fortune of the Fight, 
Leaving her Palace for the weſtern Tr, | 241 1s ds 
Was ferz'd, torn, ſcatter d on the guilty oY wb 
Where her great Brother fell” 3h - Willy 
Nic. The Gods are juſt. i 85 
Spb. See where Bufris comes, , your ropal oe, | 
In his Misfortune great; an awful Ruin | 
| And dreadful to the Conqueror ! 
| [Nicanor advancing, ſees the Bodies. 
Mic. Sad Sight! 


A Sight that teaches Triu mph how'to Tears, 
And more than juſtifies theſe ſtreaming 

Even on the Moment that my Country's d 

From me N and inglorious Chains. 

| He falls on his Attendants. 


4 great Shout. Baur Buſiris, aud. 


"Baſt Conq uerd! 'tis falſe ; I am your Maſter l; 
Your Maſter, tho' in Bonds : You ſtand aghaſt 
At your good Fate, and trembling can't enjoy. 

Now from my Soul I hug theſe welcome ins 
Which ſhew you alt Bu, and declare- 12 


4 


=; 


Crowns and Succeſs ſuperfluous tomy Fame. — — 8 
Po“ᷣꝰ u think this ſtreaming Blood will:low'r my Thought 
No, ye miſtaken Men, | ſmile at Death; 
For living here, is living all alone, ag 
To me areal Solitude, amid I 


A Throng of little Beings, groveling round me; 
Which yet uſurp one common Shape and Name. 
I thank theſe Wounds, theſe raging Pains which promiſe 
An Interview with Equals ſoon elſewhere. 

[He K Memnon. 
Ah! dead ? *tis well; he 106 not toy Sword, | 
1 oP with'd his Fate, and there he lies. 1 43 

dene, 


» 
0 


Wists Such 
Old Earth itſelf ſhall fail. In after Ages, 


* lis of E G I G9 — 
Some, when they die, die all; their mould ting Clay 3 
Is but an Emblem of their Memories 


The Space quite cloſes up thro which they N 
That I h have liy'd, I leave a Mark behind, 8 
Shall pluck the ſhining Age from vulgar Time, | <A. I 


And give it whole to — Poſterity. 


My Name is writ in mighty Characters, 
Triumphant Coluinns, and eternal Domes, 
Whoſe Splendor heightens our Egyptian Day, 
hf laugh guat Time, till e 


Who war or build, ſhall build or war from me, 
Grow great in- each, as my Example fires ; 


is 1 of Art the future Wonders raiſe; 


I fight the future Battles of the World — _ 
Great Jeve, I come! Egypt, thou art forſaken: [Sint 
Afia's impoveriſh'd by my ſinking Glories, | 
the World leifons, 42 Buferis falls. [Dies. 
Ob. F | 


And for what Uſe ſoger it was deſi 'd, 


By that hi h- minded, but miſtaken 

here let him lie, magnificent in Dea; 
Great was his Life, t be his Monument: 
And on Bufiris Nep ew, young Ar/aces, 
Of gentler Spirit, let the Crown devolve. _ 

rom this Day's Ven _ let the Nations know, 

Jove lays the Pride of tieſt Monarchs low - 
And they who, kindled — ambitious Fire, 
In Armand Arms with moſt Succeſs afpire,  _ 
If void of Virtue, but provoke their Doom © 
Graſp at * Ne. nd build themſelves a "Tomb. | 
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To mournful. Plays deny a jb 7 8 
Each gentle Swain and tender Nymph, ſay th ey, oe 
From & ſad Tale ſbould go in Tears away; 42 | 
From hence quite home uld Streams of Ferrero Aa, "Ie 


And drown'd in Grie * Jupperleſs to Bed... 


'1 

This Dodrine 75 grave, "the Sparks + won Ow 1 50 
_ They love to bares to their Claret. © © r 
The Citt, . owuns a little Fun worth buying, * 21 | "op 


| Holds Half a Crown too much to pay for crys Ding; 
Befides, who knows, without 1 beating on 
But Love might turn your Heads, and break your Hearts: p 
And the poor Author, by imagin'd Woes, 

Might people Bedlam with our 47 Belles and Beauz. 


Hence I, who lately bid aaliew to Pleaſure, 
Robb d of ny Spouſe, and my dear virgin CO” 3 
I, whong you ſaw deſpairing breathe my lat, 
An free andeafy, as if nought had paſt, 
Again put on my Airs, and | 
And * no more that Bxeature, Man. 
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— But whence Ve this malicious Mirth begin ? 
7 awe, ye Boajks, ye reckon it no Sin. 


Tis ftrange, that Crimes the ſame, 3 pls, 


Should move our Horror, and our Laughter raiſe. 
Love's Foy ſecure the comic Aﬀor tries, 
But if he's wicked in Blank Verſe be dies. | 


The Farce, where Wives pv Kg ail, Hill takes the be 
And the poor Cuckold is 4 2 4 „ 


But our grave Bard, a virtuou⸗ 5 Ys, 


Counts a Bold Stroke i in Love among theVices ; 
In Blood and Wounds a guilty Lan be dips ye, 
And waſtes an Empire fer one raviſb d Gipfe. 7 


. What muſty Morals fill an Oxford Head, © 
To Notions of pedantic Virtue bred! 
There each ſtiff Don at Gallantry exclaims, 
And calls fine Men and Ladies filthy Names; 
They tell you, Rakes and Filts corrupt à Nation : _ 
—— Such is the Prejudice of Wa 7 


Wu, who know better Thin gs, will ſure ws 
Thoſe Scenes, that ſhow the beundleſ Power of Love. 
Let, vuben they will, th Italian Things appear, 
This Play, we truft, ſhall bring an Audience here. 


Bold Myron's Paſſion, up to Frenzy wrought, | 155 


Would ill be warbled thro an Eunuch's Throat : | 


His Part, at leaſt, bis Part requires a Man; 
Let Nicolini act it if he can. 
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